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SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 



SIR 



I 



AM happy in having yoar permiffioo to infcribe 
to you this complete edition of the truly poetical 
works of your late ingenious friend Oliver Cold- . 
smith. They will prove a lading monument of 

HIS GENIUS. 

• Every lover cf /wiencrf muft 'deeply lament that 
this excellent writer t afte/ iqrvg f ruggling with ad- 
verfity, finifhed his morxaLcaiecrjuft as his reputa- 
tion was firmly eQabJifec'lr aad ; he -had acquired 
the friendihip of Sir Joshua Reynolds, Dk. 
Johnson, Mr, Edmund Burke, the Dean op 
Derry, Mr. Beauclerc, and Mr. Cumber- 
land, names which arorn our age and nation. 

It is, Sir, being merely an echo of the public 
voice to celebrate your admirable productions, 
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"In which to latejl times the artijl lives S 

Had 



*i DEDICATION. 

Had Dr. Goldfmith under flood the art of paint* 
jug, of which he modeilly declares himfelf ignorant, 
his pen would have done juftice to the merits of your 
pencil— he chofe a nobler theme, by declaring his 
ardent affection for the virtues of jour heart. 

That you may long continue, Sir, the ornament 

of your country, and the delight of your friends, 

is the fincere wilh of, 

Your mod obliged, 

Humble fervant, 

Strand, Jan, i, ' T, EVANt 

1780. 
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THE life of a fcholar*" Dn Gold- 
fmith has remarked* " feldom abounds 
? with adventure ; his fame is acquired in 

* tn the Memoirs, which were publifhed in Lon* 
dcm, foon after the death of Dr. Goldfmith, were 
feveral miftakes, with refpeft to our author's age, 
the time of his ad million into the college of Dub- 
lin, &c. which are here corrected from accurate in- 
formation. 

vol. i. z " folitude 



cc 
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" folitude, and the hiftorian who only 
<c views him at a diftance, muft be con- 
" tent with a dry detail of a&ions by 
" which he is fcarce diftinguifhed from 
cc the reft of mankind : but we are fond 
c ', ofj talking of thofe who have given us 
l * pleafure; not that we have any thing 
important to fay, but becaufe the fub- 
%C6 jeft is pleafing." 

Oliver Goldfmith, fon of the reverend 
Charles Goldfmith, was born at Elphin, 
in the county of Rofcommon in Ireland* 
in the year 1729. His father had four 
forts, of whom Oliver was the third. 
After being well inftru&ed in the claffics, 
at the fchool of Nf r. Hughes, he was ad- 
mitted a fizer in Trinity-college, Dublin, 
©n the Mth of June, 1744- While he 
refided there, he exhibited no fpecimens 
of that genius, which, in his matorer 

years, 
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years, raifcd his chara&er fo high. On 
the 27th of February, 1749. O. S. (two 
years after the regular time) be obtained 
the degree of Bachelor of Arts. Soon 
after, he turned his thoughts to the pro- 
feffion of phyfic; and, after attending 
fome courfrs of anatomy in Dublin, pro- 
ceeded to Edinburgh, in the year 1751, 
where he ftudied the feveral branches of 
medicine under the different profeflors in 
that univerfity. His beneficent difpofi* 
tion foon involved him in unexpected dif- 
ficulties; and he was obliged precipitate- 
ly to leave Scotlahd, in confetjuence of 
having engaged himfelf to pay a con- 
fiderable fum of money for a fellow- 
ffcydent. 

A few days after, about the beginning 
of the year 1754* he arrived at Sunder- 
knd> near Newcaftk, whtre he was ar- 

a 2 refted 
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relied at the fuit of one Barclay, a taylor 

in Edinburgh, to whom he had given fe- 

curity for his friend. By the fricndfliip 

of Mr. Laughlin Maclane and Dr. Sleigh, 

who were then in the college, he was foon 

delivered out of the hands of the bailiff, 

and took his paffage on board a Dutch 

fhip to Rotterdam, where, after a fhorc 

ftay, he proceeded to Bruflels. He then 

vifited great part of Flanders; and, after 

palling fome time at Strafbourg and Lou* 

vain, where he obtained a degree of Bach* 
elor in phytic, he accompanied an Englifh 

gentleman to Geneva. 

It is undoubtedly a fa&, that this inge- 
nious, unfortunate man, made mod part 
of his tour on foot.* He had left Eng- 
land 

* " Countries wear different appearances to tra- 
vellers of different circumitance*. A man who is 

whirled 



% 
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land with very little money $ and, being 
of a philofophical turn, and at that time 
polIeHlng a body capable of fuftaining 
every fatigue, and a heart not eafily ter- 
rified by danger, he became an enthufiaft 
to the defign he had formed of feeing the 
manners of different countries. He had 
fome knowledge of the French language, 
and of mufjc; he played tolerable well 
on the German flute s which, from an 
amufement, became at fome times the 
means of fubfiftence. His learning pro- 
duced him an hofpitable reception iat mod 
of the religious houfes that he vificed ; 
and his rpufic made him welcome tp 
the pe^fants of Flanders ^nd Germany, 

whirled through Europe in a poft-chaife, and the 

pilgrim who walks the grand tour on foot, will form. 

very different conclufions. Haud inexpertus loquor" 

Goldfmith's Prefent State, of Learning in 

Europe; 17580 

a 3 " "When- 
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ct Whenever I approached a peafant's 
" houfe towards night-fall," he ufed to 
fay, " I played one of my moft merry 
* 4 tunes, and that generally procured me 
u not only a lodging, but fubfiftencc for 
%t the next day : but, in trut:i" (his 
ronftant expreflion) " I muft own, when- 
" ever 1 attempted to entertain pcrfons of 
" a higher rank, they always thought my 
fi performance odious, and never made 
f< me any return for my endeavours to 
« c plcafe them/' 

On his arrival at Geneva, he was re- 
commended as a proper perfon for a tra- 
velling tutor to a youpg man, who had 
bepn unexpectedly left a confiderable fum 
of money by his uncle Mr, S * * * * * * 
This youth, who was articled to an attor- 
ney, on receipt of his fortune determined 
to fee the world * and, on his engaging 

with 
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with his preceptor*, made a provifo, that 
he fhould be permitted to govern him- 
felf: and our traveller foon found his 
pupil underftood the art of dire&ing in 
money concerns extremely well, as avarice 
was his prevailing paflion. 

During Goldfmith's continuance ir* 
Switzerland, he afBduoufly cultivated his 
poetical talent, of which he had given 
fome ftriking proofs at the college erf 
Edinburgh. It was from hence he fent 
the.firft fketch of his' delightful epiftle, 
called the. Traveller, to his brother 
Henry, a clergyman in Ireland, who, 
giving up fame and fortune, had retired 
with an amiable wife to happinefs and oh- 
fcurity, on an income of only forty pounds 
a year. The great affe&ion Goldfraith 
bore for this brother, is thus cxpreffed in 

a + the 
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the poem abovementioncd, and gives a 
ftriking pifture of his fituatioq. 

Rcmofe, unfriended, melancholy, flow, 
Or by the la?y Scheld, or wandering Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor. 
Again ft the houfelefs ftranger (huts the door; 
Or where Campania's plain forfaken lies, 
A weary wafte expanding to the fkies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to fee, 
My heart untravel'd fondly turns to thee: 
Still to my brother turns, with ceafelefs pain, 
And drags at each remove a length'ning chain ; 
Eternal bleffings crown my earlieft friend, 

• » . t . 

And round his dwelling guardian faints attend ; 
Weft be that fpot, where chearful guefts retire, 
To paufe from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Bled that abode, where want and pain repair, 

• * 

And every ftranger finds a ready chair ; 
Bleft be thofe feafts wjth fimple plenty crown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around, 
Laugh at the jefts or pranks that never fail, 

« • 

Or figh with pity at fome mournful tale \ 
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Di prefs the bafhful ftranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good* 

From Gcneya Mr. Goldfmith and his 
pupil proceeded to the fquth of France, 
where the young man, upon fome difa- 
greement with his preceptor^ paid hiqpi the 
fmall part of his falary which was due, 
and embarked at Marfeilles for England. 
Our wanderer was left once more upon 
the world at large, and pafled through a 
number of difficulties in traverfing the 
greateft part of France. At length his 
curiofity being gratified, he bent his 
courfe towards England, and arrived at 
Dover, the beginning of the winter, in 
the year 1758. 

His finances were fo low on his return 

• < ■ » 

to England, that he with difficulty got to 
the metropolis, his whole dock of cafti 

amounting 
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amounting to no more than a few half- 
pence ! An entire ftranger in London, his 
mind was filled with the moft gloomy re- 
flections in confequence of his embarraff- 
ed fituation ! He applied to feveral apo- 
thecaries in hopes of being received in 
the capacity of a journeyman, but his 
broad lrifh accent, and the uncouthnefs 
of his appearance, occafioned him to 
meet with infult from moft of the medi- 
cinal tribe. The next dajr, however, a 
chymift near Fifli-ftreet, (truck with his 
forlorn condition, and the fimplicity of 
his manner, took him into his laboratory, 
where he continued till he difcovered that 
his old friend Dr. Sleigh was in London. 
That gentleman received him with the 
warmed: affedHon, and liberally invited 
him to (hare his purfe till fome eftablifli- 
ment could be procured for him. Gold- 

fmith, 
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fmith, unwilling to be a burden to his 
friend, a ihort time after eagerly embraced 
an offer which was made him to a (Tift the 
late Rev, Dr. Milner, in intruding the 
young gentlemen at the academy at Ppck- 
hams and acquitted himfelf greatly to 
the Do&or's fatisfadion for a fhort time; 
but, having obtained fome reputation by 
the criticifms he had written in the 
Monthly Review, Mr. Griffith, the prin- 
cipal proprietor, engaged htm in the com- 
pilation of it; and, refolving to purftic 
the profeffion of writing, he returned to 
London, as the mart where abilities of 
every kind were fure of meeting diftino 
tion and reward. Here he determined to 
adopt a plan of the (trifteft oeconomy, 
and, at the clofe of the year 1759, took 
lodgings in Green -Arbour-court in the 
Old Bailey, -where he wrote fcveral inge- 
nious pieces. The late Mr. Newbery, 

who, 
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who, at (hat time gayc great encourage- 
ment to men of literary abilities, became 
, a kin 4 pf patron to oqr young author, 
and introduced him as one of the, writers 
in the Public Ledger, ? in which his Q'/'~ 
fen cftbt Wor Id originally appeared, un- 
der the title qf 5 4 Chinefe J^ettprs," 
» 

Fortune now Teemed to take fome no- 
ticc of a man (he had long negle&ed. 

• During this time, (acording to another ac- 
count) he wrote for the Btitifh Magazine, of which 
Dr# Smollet was then editor, mo ft of thofe EJJays 
and Tflles t which he afterwards collected and pub- 
li filed in a feparate volume. He alfo wrote occa- 
sionally, for the Critical Review ; and it was the 
merit which he difcovered in criticifing a defpicable 
t ran flat ion of Ovid's Fa fit by a pedantic fchool- 
mafter, and his Enquiry into the Pre/ent State of 
Learning in Europe, which firfl introduced him to the 
acquaintance of Dr. Smollet, who recommended 
him to feveral literati, and t;o mdft of the bookfel- 
lers by whom he was afterwards patronized. 

The 
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The fimplicity of his character, the integ- 
rity of his heart, and the merit of his 
produ&ions, made his company very ac- 
ceptable to a number of refpedfcable per- 
fons ; and, about the middle of the year 
1762, he emerged from his mean apart* 
ments near the Old Bailey to the politer air 
of the Temple, where he took handfome 
chambers, and lived in a genteel ftyle. 
Among many other perfons of diftin&ion 
who were defirous to know him, was the 
Duke of Northumberland, and the ciN 
cumftance that attended his introduction 
to that nobleman, is worthy of being re- 
lated, in order to (hew a ftriking trait of 
his character. " I was invited," faid the 
Dofior, <c by my friend Percy, to wait 
€< upon the Duke, in confequence of the 
" fatisfa&ion he had received from the 
€C perufal of one of my produdtions. 1 
" drcflcd myfelf in the beft manner I 

<c could, 
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u could, and after ftudying fomc cornplt- 
u Oidnts I thought ncceffary on fuch an 
" occafion* proceeded on to Norrhum- 
c . & berland-houfe, and acquainted the fer- 
" rants that I had particular bufinds with 
** his Grace. They fliewed me into an 
u antichamber, where, after waiting fome 
" time, a gentleman very elegantly dreffed 
cc made his appearance : taking him 
« for the Duke, I delivered all the fine 
" things I had compofed, in order to com* 
** pliment him on the honour he had done 

* itte $ when, to my great aftonifhment, 
*' he told me I had miftaken him for his 

* nnafter, who would fee me immediately* 
"At that inftant the Duke came into the 
" apartment, and I was fo confounded on 
" the occafion, that I wanted words barely 

u fofieient to exptth the fenfe I entertain- 

* cd of the Duke's politctiefs, and went 

"away 
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" away exceedingly chagrined at the blun* 
<c der I had committed," 



The Do&qr at the time of this vifit was 
much embarraffcd in his circumftances* 
but vain of the honour done him, was con- 
tinually mentioning it. One of thofe in* 
genious executors of the law, a bailiff, who 
had a writ a gain ft him, determined to turn 
this circumflance to his own advantage j 
he wrote him a letter, chat he was Reward 
to a nobleman who was charmed with 
reading his lad produ&ion, and had or- 
dered him to defire the Dofior to appoint 
a place where he might have the honour 
of meeting him, to cpnejuft him to his 
Lordfhip. The vanity of poor Goldfmith 
immediately fwallowed the bait s he ap- 
pointed the Britifli Coffee-houfe, to which 
he was accompanied by his friend Mr. 
Hamilton, the printer of the Critical Re- 
view, 
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view, who in vain rcmonftrated on the fin- 
gularity of the ajjplication. On entering 
the coffee-room the bailiff paid his refpeds 
to the Doftor, and de fired that he might 
hatfe the honour of immediately attending 
him. They had fcarce entered Pall-mall, 
in their way to his Lordjhip, when the bai- 
liff produced his writ. Mr, Hamilton 
generoufly paid the mdney, and redeemed 
the Dodtor from Captivity; 

Tt^he publication of his traveller, his 
Vicar of tVakefield, and his Hiftoty of Eng- 

* . • 

land, was followed by the performance of 

■ » • » » • 

his comedy of The Good-natured Man at 
Covent Garden theatre, and placed him 
in the firft rank of the poets of the prefent 
age. 

Our Doftor, as he was now univerfally 
called, had a conftant levee of his did re ft 

coun- 
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countrymen, wbofe wanes, as far as he 
was able, he always relieved 5 a fid he has 
often {?een known to Ifeave himfelf even 
without a guinea, in order to fupply the 
neceffities of others. 

Another feature in his character we 
cannot help laying before the reader. 
Previous to the publication of his Dejert* 
ed Village, the bookfeller had given him 
a note for one hundred guineas for the 
copy, which the Do6lor mentioned, a few 
hours after, to one of his friends, who 
obfervsd it was a very great fum for (b 
ftiort a performance, " In truth/' replied 
Goldfmith, " I think fo too; it is much 
! c more than the heaeft man can afford, 
or the piece is worth ; I have not been 
eafy fince I received it 5 J will therefore 

go bac^ and wwtg kw hk $9*$'' 
which he aftually did, and left it entirely 

VOL i. b to 
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to the bookfeller to pay him according 
to the profits produced by the falc of 
the poem, which turned out very confi- 
derable. 

The author addrefles this poem to his 
friend Sir Jofhua Reynolds. He writes 
in the character of a native of a country 
village, to which he gives the name of 
Auburn, and which he pathetically ad- 
drefles. He then proceeds to contraft the 
innocence and happinefs of a fimple and 
a natural date with the mifcries and vices 
that have been introduced by polifhed 
life, and gives the following beautiful 
apoftrophe to retirement. 

" 6 bleft retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care that never mud be mine ; 
How bleft is he who crowns, in (hades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eafe ; 

Who 
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Who quits a world where, ftrong temptations try, 
And fince 'tis hard to combat learns to fly. 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep; 
No furly porter (lands in guilty ftate, 
To fpurn imploring famine from his gate; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend ; ' 

Sinks to ,the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
While resignation gently flopes the way ; 
And all his profpcds lightning to the lad, 
His heaven commences ere the world be pad !'* 

The defcriptioh of the parifh pried 
(probably intended for a diarafter of his 
brother Henry) would have done honour 
to any poet of any age. In this defcrip- 
tion the fimile of the bird teaching her 
yoting to fly, and of the mountain that 
rifes above the ftorm, are not eafily to be 
paralleled. The. reft of the poem confiRs 
of .the chara&cr of the village fchool- 

b z matter, 
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m after, and a defcription of the village 
alehoufc, both drawn with admirable pro* 
priety and force j a defcant on the mif- 
chrcfs of luxury and wealth ; the variety 
of artificial pleafures ; the miferies of 
thofe who for want of employment at 
home, are driven to fettle new colonies 
abroad, and concludes with the following 
beautiful apoftrophe to poetry. 



" And thou fweet poetry, thou lovelieft maid, 
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 
Unfit in thefe degenerate times of fhame, 
To catch the heart, or (hike for honeft fame; 
Dear charming nymph, negle&ed and decried, 
My fhame in crowds my folitary pride ; 
Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe, 
That found me poor at firit, and keep'ft me (b ; 
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou nurfe of every virtue, fare thee well*' 9 

The 
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The Do&or did noc reap a profit from 
his poetical labours equal to thofe of his 
profe. The Earl of Lifburne, whole 
claffical tafte is well known, one day at 
a dinner of the Royal Academicians, la* 
mented to the Do&or his negleding the 
mufes, and enquired of him why he for- 
ibok poetry, in which he was fure of 
charming his readers, to compile hifto- 
rics, and write novels ? The Do&or re- 
plied, u My Lord, by courting the mufes 
€€ I lhall ftarve, but by my other labours, I 
cc eat, drink, have good cloaths, and en- 
€ *joy the luxuries of life/* 

During the lad Kehearfal of his come* 
dy, intitlcd, She Stoops to Conquer, which 
Mr. Colman thought would not facceed, 
on the Do&or's obje&ing to the repeti- 
tion of one of Tony Tumpkin's fpceches, 
being apprehenfive it might injure the 
play, the manager, with great keennefs 

b 3 replied, 
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replied, <c Plha v my dear Doftor, do not 
•* be fearful offquibs, when we have been 
€C fitting almoft thefe two hours upon a 
u barrel of gunpowder' 9 The piece, how- 
ever! contrary to Mr. Colman's expecta- 
tion, was received with uncommon ap- 
plaufe by the audience; and Goldfmith's 
pride was, fo hurt by the feverity of the 
above obfervation^ that it entirely put an 
end to his friendfhip for the gentleman 
who made it. 

The fuccefs of the comedy of She Stoops 
to Conquer produced a mod illiberal perfo- 
nal attack on the author in one of the 
public prints* : — that it was highly invi- 
dious 

•To Dr. Goldsmith. 

Vous <vous noyez par *vanite. 

Sir, 

THE happy knack which you have learnt of 
puffing your own competitions, provokes me to come 
forth. You have not been the editor of news-papers 

and 



* 
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dious any perfon will allow, when he reads 
The Traveller, called zfiimfy poem, and 

b4 The 

and magazines, not to di (cover the trick of literary 
humbug* But the gauze is fo thin, that the very 
fbolifh part of the world fee through it, and difco- 
ver the Doctor's monkey face and cloven foot. Your 
poetic vanity, is as unpardonable as your perfonal ; 
would man believe it, and will woman bear it, to 
be told, that for hours the great Goldfmith will 
(land furveying his grotefque Oranthotan's figure in 
a pier glace ? Was but the lovely H— k as much 
enamoured, yon would not figh, my gentle fwain, 
in vain. But your vanity is prepofterous. How 
will this fame hard of Bedlam ring the changes in 
praife ofGoldy ! But what has he to be either proud 
or vain off The Traveller is a flimfy poem, built 
upon falfe principles ; principles diametrically oppo- 
site to liberty. What is the Good-natured Man, but 
a poor, water-gruel, dramatic dofe ? What is the 
Deferted Village*' hut a pretty poem, of eafy num- 
bers, without fancy, dignity, genius, or fire 1 And 
pray what may be the la ft /peaking pantomime, fo 
praifed by the Doctor himfelf, but an incoherent 

piece 
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The Defatted Village, ^ftid to be without 
fancy, dignity > genius % or fire* Enraged at 

this 

piece of fluff, the figure of a woman, with a fifti's 
tail, without plot, incident, or intrigue ? We are 
made to laugh at Hale, dull jokes, wherein we mif- 
take pleafantry for wit, and grimace for humour; 
wherein every fcene is unnatural, and incontinent 
with the rules, the laws of nature and of drama, 
viz* Two gentlemen come to a man of fortune's 
houfe, eat, drink, deep, &c. and take it for an inn* 
The one is intended as a lover to the daughter ; he 
talks with her for fome hours, and when he fees her 
again in a different drefs, he treats her as a bar girl, 
and fwears (he fquinted. He abufes the mailer of 
the hdufe, and threatens to kick him out of his own 
doors. The fquire, whom we are told is to be a 
fool, proves to be the moll fenfible being of the 
pieces and he makes out a whole aft, by bidding 
his hiother lie clofe behind a bufh, perfuading her, 
that his father, her own hulband, is a highwayman, 
and that he is come to cut their throats ; and to give 
his coufin an opportunity to go off, he drives his 
mother over hedges, ditches, and through ponds. 

There 
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this abufive publication, Dr. Goidfmith 
repaired to the houfe of the publi flier, 
and after rertionftrating on the maligmtf of 
this attack bn his chara&er, btgan to ap- 
ply 

There is not, fweet fucking Johnfon, a natural 
ftroke in the whole play, but the yo*ng fellow's 
giving the ftolen jewels to the mother, fuppofing 
her to be the landlady. That Mr. Colman did no 
juftice to this piece, I honeftly allow ; that he told 
ail his friends it would be damned, I positively 

* 

aver; and fr6m£rcli Ungenerous iftfinuationt, wt&* 
out a dramatic merit* it rofe to public notice : afro* 
it is now the ton to go to fee it; though 1 never ftw 
a perfon that either liked it or approved it, any 
more than the abfdrd plot tftht Home** tragedy of 
Jtfottx*. Mr Gdldfmith, correct you* arrogance! 
feduce yonr vanity ; and endeavour to believe, as a 
man, yon are of the platneft fort ; and as an author*, 
bat a mortal piece of mediocrity. 

Brife k miroir infidele 
£>ui <vous cache U verith 

Tom Tickle* 
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ply his cane to the (boulders of the pub- 
UJher^ who making a powerful rififtance, 
from being the defenfive foon became the 
offenfivt combatant. Dr. Kenrick, who was 
fitting in a private room of the publiftier's 
hearing a noife in the (hop, came in, 
put an end to the fight, and conveyed the 
Do&or to a coach. * The papers inftant 

• ' ijr 

• Dr. Kenrick was faid to be the author of the at- 
tack, a writer of abilities, bat who from difappoint- 
ment and unhappinefs of temper, feems to have lived 
fypifixg anddefpifed by all his contemporary writers, 
and whofe bafe % illiberal and unmanly attack on the 
late Mr. David Garrick, merited that indignation 
and difdain of its author, which every perfon fhewed 
on that occafion. Mr. Garrick fent him a chal- 
lenge, which he refufed* He then commenced a 
profecution again ft him, bat fome perfons interfer- 
ing, and pleading for his family, Mr. Garrick with 
too great lenity dropt the law fait. Dr. Kenrick 
took raame to himfelf, afked pardon of Mr. Garrick 
hi a public news-paper, and— abufed him again. 

The 
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ly teemed with frefh abufe on the impro- 
priety of the Do&or's attempting to beat 
a pcrfon in his own houfe, on which in 
the Daily Advertifer of Wednefday, 
March 3f, 1773, heinferted the following 
addrefs: 



re 



To the P U B L I C. 



"LEST it fhould be fuppofed that l 
"have been willing to corredk in others 
*' an abufe of which I have been guilt/ 
myfetf, I beg leave to declare, that in 
all my life I never wrote, or di dated, 
a (ingle paragraph, letter, or effay, in 
a news-paper, except a*few moral effays, 



-CC 

tc 

1 



The writer of this noteafked Dr. Kenrick how he 
could bring To infamous a charge again ft Mr. Gar- 
rick, he replied, " he did not believe him guilty, 
" but he did it to plague the fellow" I defire to 
add, I never more converfed with fuch a man. 

u under 
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cc under the chart&er of a Chincfe, about 
" ten years ago* in the Ledger ; and a 
u letter, to which I figned itiy name, in 
" the St. James's Chronicle. If the li- 
u bcrty of the prefs therefore has been 
" abufed, I have had no hand in it. 



cc 
cc 
cc 



I have always confidered the prefs as 
the protc&or of our freedom, as a watch- 
ful guardian, capable of uniting the 
" weak againft the encroachments of 
ct power. What concerns the public 
" mod properly admits of a public dif- 
" cufiion. But of late, the prefs has 
turned from defending public intereft, 
to making inroads upon private life: 
" from combating the ftrong, to over- 
" wheltfting the feeble. No condition is 
** now too obfeure for ks abufe, and the 
* protestor is becomfe the tyrant of the 
** people. In this manner the freedom 

€< of 



cc 
cc 



cc 

<€ 



DR. GOLDSMITH. ^ 

«< pf the prefs is beginning to fow %h* 
feeds of its own diflblmkw * the great 
muft oppofe ic from principle, ^nd th* 
c< weak from fear ; till at laft every rank 
cc of mankind (hall be found to gi^c 
<c up its benefits, content witfr fecwrity 
cf from its infulcs. 



I • s 



• . * 



u How to put 4 fto# to this liccntw 

<c oufncfsj by which all .are indifcximi* 

/ ■ ' • 

u nately abufed, and by whicji vise cqh* 
€t fequently efcapes in the general cenfure, 
'* I am unable to tell j all I could wi(h 
<c is, that, as the law gives us no protec- 
* f tion againft the injury, ib ft Aould 
-" give calumniators no (helter after 
* c tuvfcig provoked corrt&ion* ;The ir^ 
* € fults which we receive before the pub- 
■** lie, by being more open are Che more 
u dWlrcffing; by treating them with fileht 
*' contempt, we dp not pay « fafficieirt 

"defc- 



cc 
cc 

4C 
CC 
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cc deference to the opinion of the world. 
u By recurring to legal rcdrefs, we too 
cc often expofc the wcaknefs of the law, 
"which only ferves to increafe our morti- 
€t fication by failing to relieve us. In 
fhort, every man (hould fingly confider 
himfelf as a guardian of the liberty oif 
the prefs, and as far as his influence 
can extend, (hould endeavour to prc- 
* c vent it's licentioufnefs becoming at laft 
* c the grave of it's freedom. 

" Oliver Goldsmith." 

Notwithftanding the great fuccefs of 
his pieces, by fome of which, it is aflert- 
ed, upon good authority, that he cleared 
1800I, in one year, his circumftances 

.were by no means in a profperous fitua- 
tion ! partly owing to the liberality of his 
difpofmon, and partly to an unfortunate 

habit 



k 
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habit he had con t rafted of gaming, with 
the arts of which he was very little ac- 
quainted, and confequently became the 
prey of thofe who were unprincipled 
enough to take advantage of his igno- 
rance. 

J ufl: before his death he had formed a 
defign for executing an univerfal dictio- 
nary of arts and fciences, the pro/peffus 
of which he aftually printed and diftri- 
buted among his acuqaintance. In this 
work feveral of his literary friends (par- 
ticulary Sir Jofhua Reynolds, Dr. John- 
ion, and Mr. Garrick) had pro mi fed to 
a (Tift, and to furnifli him with articles 
upon different fubje&s. He had enter- 
tained the mod fanguine expectations 
from the fuccefs of it. The undertaking, 
^owever, did not meet with that encourage- 
ment from the bookfellers which he had 

• • • • 

ima- 
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Imagined it would undoubtedly receive ; 
and he ufed to lament this circumftance 
almoft to the laft hour of his exigence. 



He had been for fome years afflidted, 
at different times* with a violent ftran- 
gury, which contributed not a little to 
imbitter the latter part of his life; and 
which, united with the vexations he fuf- 
fered upon other occafions, brought on a 
kind of habitual defpondency. In this 
unhappy condition he was attacked by 
a nervous fever* 

On Friday the twenty- fifth of March, 
1774, finding himfelf extremely ill, hefenc 
at eleven o'clock at night for Mr. Hawes, 
an apothecary, to whom he complained 
of a violent pain extending all over the 
fore part of his head, his tongue wfc 
moid, he had no cold fhivering, and his 

pulfe 
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* 

pulfe beat ibout ninety ftrokes in a mi- 
nute. He acquainted him he had taken 
two ounces of Ipecacuanha wine as a 
vomit, and that it was his intention to 
take Dr. James's fever powders, which 
he defired him to fend him. Mr. Hawes 
replied, that in his opinion this mcdi- 
cine was very improper at that time, and 
begged he would hot think of its but 
every argument ufed feemed only to ren- 
der him more determined in his own opi- 
nion. 



Mr. fcl a#es knowing that in preceding 
illneffes Dr. Goldfmith always confulted 
Dr. Fordyce, and that he had expreft the 
grcateft opinion of his abilities as a phy- 
fician, requefted he might be permitted to 
fend for him. It was full a quarter of an 
-hour before Mr. Hawes could obtain his 
vol. i. c con- 
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confent, as the taking Dr. James's pow- 
ders appeared to be the only objett which 

employed his attention ; and even then 
he endeavoured to throw an obftacle in 
his way, by faying, that Dr. Fordyce was 
gone to fpend the evening in Gerrard- 
ftrcet, « where," added he, cl I (hould 
" alfo have been, if I had not been in- 
<c difpofed." Mr. Hawes immediately 
difpatched a meflcnger, who found Dr. 
Fordyce at home, and who waited on 
Dr. Goldfmith direftly.; 

Dr. Fordyce reprefented to him the 
impropriety of taking the powders in his 
prefent fituation s but he was deaf to all 
remonftrances, and unhappily perfiftcd in 
his own refolution. 



On 
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On Saturday morning, March' 26, Mr. 
Hawes yifited his patient, he found him 
extremely reduced, and his pulfe was 
now become verjr quick and fmall. When 
he enquired of him how he did, Dr^ 
Goldfmith fighed deeply, and in a very 
low voice faid, " He wifhed he had taken 
"his friendly advice laft night." 

Dr. Fordyce perceiving the danger of 
Dr. Goldfmith's fituation, defired Mr. 
Hartes to propofe fending for Dr. Turton, 
of whom he knew Dr. Goldfmith had a 
great opinion : the propofal being men- 
tioned to Dr. Goldfmith, he very readily 
con fen ted, and ordered his fervant to go 
direftly. The do&prs Fordyce and Tur- 
toh met at the time appointed to a (Tift at 
a confutation, which was continued twice 
a day, till the diforder terminated in his 

c 2 diflb- 
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diflblution, <on the fourth day of April, 
1774, in the forty-fifth year of his 
age*.' 

His 



* Mr. Hawes, whofe philanthropy is well known, 
appears to have ailed with the greateft attention tc 
the health of Ms friend, Br. GolJfmiih. The 
following letter will lliew the fenfe Dr. Goidiini tb": 
relation and friend) entertained of Mr. HaweVf 
conduct. 

Mr. Hawes, London, June 10, 1774 

IN a few hours I purpofe leaving town, and now 
return you mod finccre thank for your kind beha 
viour to me fince my arrival here. I alfo am tho. 
roughly convinced of your care, aflidoity, and dili 
gencc, with refpeft to my brother. Dr. Goldfmith 
1 am alfo convinced that as hi) affairs were put inn 
your hands by Sir Joftiua Reynolds, he could hav< 
chofe no one who would have afted with more cau 
tion and difintereitcdnefs to him than yon have done 
for which you have my fincere wifhes for the welfar 



DR. GOLDSMITH. xxxvii 

His friends, who were very numerous 
and 'refpe&able, had determined to bury 
him in Weftminfter- abbey: his pall was 
to have been fupported by Lord Shelburne, 
Lord Louth, Sir Jolhua Reynolds, the 
Hon. Mr. Beauclerc, Mr. Edmund Burke, 
and Mr. Garrick ; but from fome unac- 
countable circumftances this defign was 
dropped, and his remains were privately 
depofited in the Temple burial ground, on 
Saturday the 9th of April j when Mr. Hugh 
Kelley, Meffrs John and Robert Day, 

of you and yours,— rl am, Sir, with thanks and re- 
flects to your family, 

Your much obliged humble fervant, 

Maurice Goldsmith. 

Sir Jolhua Reynolds, Mr. Burke, Mr. Bott, and 
others of Dr. Goldfmith's bed and mod e (teemed 
friends teftified their approbation of Mr. Hawes's 
conduct. 

c 3 .Mr, 
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Mr. Palmer, M*\ Ethcrington, and Mr. 
Hawea, gentlemen* who had been his 
friends in life, attended his corpfe as 
mourners, and paid the laft tribute to his 
fliemory. 

A fubfcription, however, has fince been 
raifed by his friends, to defray the ex- 
pence of a marble monument, which is 
now executed by Mr. Nollikens, an emi- 
nent (latuary in Lopdon, and placed in 
Weftminfter-abbey, between Gay's mo- 
nument and the Duke of Argyle's, in 
Poets corner. It confifts of a large me- 
dallion, exhibiting a very good likenefs 
of the Doftor, embellifhed with literary- 
ornaments, underneath which is a tablet 
of white marble, with the fallowing Latin 
infcription, written by his excellent friend 
Dr. Samuel Johnfon. 

Oli- 
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Olivari Goldsmith 

Poetse. Phyfici. Hiftorici. 

Qui nullum fere fcribendi genus 

Non terigit. 

Nullum quod tetigit non ornavit 

Sive Rifus eifent movendi 

Sive Lacrymse. 

Affc&uum pocens at lenis Dominate! 

Ingenio fublimis— -Vividus Verfatilis 

Oratione grandis nitidus Venuftus 

Hoc Monumentum Memoriam coluit 

Sodalium Amor 

Amicorum Fides 

Le&orum Veneratio 

Natus Hibernia Fornix Lonfordienfis 

Iji Loco cui Nomen Pallas 

Nov. xxix. MDCCXXXI. 

Eblanse Uteris inftitutus 
Obiit Londini 

April iv. mdccucxiv. 

c 4 Eng* 
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EngRJhed. 

This Monmuent is raifed 

To the Memory of 

Oliver Goldsmith, 

Poet, Natural Philofophcr and 

Hiftorian, 
Who left no fpecies of writing untouched, 

or, 

Unadorned by His Pen, 

Whether to move laughter, 

Or draw tears : 

He was a powerful matter 

Over the affedtionsj 

Though at the fame time a gentle tyrant; 

Of a genius at once fublime, lively, and 

9 

Equal to every fubjeft : 

In expreffion at once noble, 

Pure and delicate. 

His Memory will laft 

As long as focicty retains affe&ion; 

Friend- 
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Friendthip is not void of Honor, 

And Reading wants not her admirers. 

He was bom in the kingdom of Ireland, 

At Femes, in the province 

Of Leinfter, 

Where Pallas, had fet her name, 

29th Nov. 1731. 

He was educated at Dublin, 

And died in London, 

4th April, 1774. 

As to his charafter, it is ftrongly illus- 
trated by Mr. Pope's line, 

?' In wit a man, fimplicity a child." 

The learned leifure he loved to enjoy 
was too often interrupted by diftreffes 
which arofe frpm the opennefs of his tem- 
per, and which fometjmes threw him 
into loud fits of paffion ; but this impe- 

tuofity 



\ 
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tuofity was corrected upon a moment's 
reflection, and bis fervants have been 
known upon thefe occaGons purpofely to 
throw themfclves in his way, that they 
might profit by it immediately after, for 
he who had the good fortune to be re- 
proved was certain of being rewarded for 
it. His difappointments at other times, 
made him peevifh and fullen, and he has 
often left a party of convivial friends 
abruptly in the evening, in order to go 
home and brood over his misfortunes. 



The univerfal efteem in which his 
poems are held, and the repeated pleafure 
they give in the perufal, are (Inking proofs 
of their merit. * He was a ftudious and 
correft obferver of nature, happy in the 
feleftion of his images, in the choice of 
his fubjefts, and in the harmony of his 
verification ; and, though his embarraff- 

ed 
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ed fituatiop prevented him from putting 
the laft hand to m^ny of his prod u£t ion s f 
his Hermit, his Traveller, and his Befertei 
Village, bid fair to claim a place among 
the mod finiftied pieces in the Englifh 
language, 

' The excellent poem of Retaliation was 
only intended for the Do&or's private 
amufement, and that of the particular 
friends who were its fubjeft, and he un- 
fortunately did no; live to revife, or even 
fini(h it in the manner which he intended. 
The poem owed its birth to fome preced- 
ing circumftances of feftive merriment* 

at 

? Jupiter and Mercuiy, a Fable. By 
Pavid Ga&rick. 

HERE Hermes, fays Jove, who with Neftar was 

mellow, 
Go fetch me fome clay— -I will make an oddfellow ; 

Right 



I 
I 
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at a literary club, to which the Do&or 
belonged, and who propofed to write epi- 
taphs on him. He was called on for Re- 
tali- 

Right and wrong (hall be j ambled,— much gold and 

fome drofs ; • 

Without caufe be he pleas'd, without caufe be lie 

crofs ; 
Be fure, as I work, to throw in contradictions, 
A great love of truth, yet a mind turn '4 to fictions ; 
Now mix thefe ingredients, which, warm'd in the 

baking, 
Turn to learning and gaming, religion and raking* 
With the love of a wench, let his writings be chafte ; 
Tip his tongue with Grange matter, his pen with fine 

tafte; 
That the rake and the poet o'er all may prevail, 
Set fire to the head, and fet fire to the tail : 
For the joy of each fex, on the world Til beflow it, 
This fcholar, rake, Chriftian, dupe, gamejler, and poet c 
Though a mixture fo odd, he fhall merit great fame, 
And among brother mortals — be Goldsmith his 

name ; 

When 
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taliation, and at their next meeting pro^ 
duced. the poem. 

The laft work of this ingenious author, 
was (( An hiftory of the Earth and Ani- 
" mated Nature," in 8 vols. 8vo. for which 
production his bookfcller paid him 850I. 



When on earth this ftrange meteor no more (hall 

appear, 
You, Hermes, fhall fetch him— to make ns fport 

here. 

On Dr. Goldsmith's Charactbristical 
Cookery, a Jeu D y EJfrit % by David Gar- 
rick. 

ARE thefe the choice difhes the Doctor has fent 

us? 
Is this the great poet whofe works fo content us ? 
This Goldfmith's fine feaft, who has written fine 

books ? ' 

Heaven fendt ns good meat, but the devil fends cooks. 

The 



xM MEMOIRS OF 

t 

Tht Doftor fecms to have confidercd at- 
tcntivcly the works of the fcveral authors 
who have wrote on this fubjefl. If there 
ftiduld not be a great deal of difcovery, 
or new matter, yet a judicious fele&iort 
from abundant materials, is no fmali 
praiffc, and if the experiments and difco- 
•veries of other writers are laid open in an 
agreeable drefs, fo pleafing as to allure 
the young reader into a purfuit of this 
fort of knowledge, we have no fmali ob- 
ligations- to this very engaging writer. 

Our author profeffes to have had a tafte 
rather claflica) than fcientific, and it was 
in the ftudy of the claflics, that he firft 
caught the defire of attaining a knowledge 
of nature. Pliny firft infpired him, and 
he refolved to tranflate that agreeable 
/writer, and by the help of a commentary 

to 



DR. GOLDSMITH. xivii 

to make his tmnflation Acceptable to the 
public. 

/ 

It is not to be queftjoncd that Dr. 
Goldfmith, had he followed that plan, 
would have marked out thofe inaccura- 
cies and extravagancies, into which an 
eafy credulity, or a want of attention, or 
the little progrefs of fcience in the world, 
in his age, Tiad feduced his original au- 
thor, and are the blemilhes of that inge- 
nious, inquifnive, and laborious writer. 

The appearance of Mr. Buffon's work, 
however, induced the Do&or to change 
his plan, and in (lead of tranQating an 
ancient writer, fye refolved to imitate tt*e 
laft and bed of the modern, who had 
written on natural hiftorjr. 

The 
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The Do&or acknowledges to have the 
higheft obligations to Buffon, as far as 
BuflTon's work extend, and he could not, 
we imagine, have chofen to hioifelf a 
better guide. The Doftor feems to pro- 
fefs that from his fir ft intention of a trans- 
lation, to his execution of this work, his 
great object was to fend out an agreeable 
work, and, without flattery, this we think 
he has effected. 



We will not prefume to decide whether 
the adept will find himfclf enlightened, 
or his information extended, but undoubt- 
edly the common reader* will find his cu- * 
riofity gratified, ancj that time agreeably 
difpofed of, which he beftows on this 
work, and this feems to have been the 
objeft of the writer j and an author who 
has effected what he has propofed, is un- 
doubtedly in titled to all the praife that 

the 
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the naturfc of the work he has undertaken 
can pretend to. 

Every reader of tafte has long regretted 
that the poetical writings of this author 
have hithertd been only publifhed in a de- 
fultory manner, the colle£Hng them toge- 
ther in a compleat and elegant edition, it 
is hoped will be confidered as a proper 
tribute to the memory Of this truly excel- 
lent poet.* 

* The writer of thefe memoirs is indebted for the 
principal anecdotes contained in them, to a gentle- 
man who well knows their authenticity, and who 
long lived with Dr. Goldfmith upon the mod 
friendly terms, and never felt any forrow more fin- 
cerely than that which was occafioned by his death. 
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DR. GOLDSMITH; 

BY W. W O T Y. 

x\DIE U, fwect bard ! to each fine feeling true, 
Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few ;*;-■■ 
Thofe form'd to charm e'en vicious minds,-*i_ 

and thefe 
With harmlefs mirth the focial foul to pleafe: 
Another's woe thy heart could always melt ; 
None gave more free,— for none more deeply felt. 
Sweet bard, adieu ! thy own harmonious lays 
Have fculptur'd out thy monument of praife : 
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Yes, — thefe furvive to time's remoteft day; 
While drops the buft, and boaftful tombs decay, 
Reader, if number'd in the Mufe's train, 
Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his ftrain; 
But, if no poet thou, reverfe the plan, 
Depart in peace, and imitate the man. 



da com- 
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COMMENDATORY VERSES. 



EXTRACT FROM AN ELEGANT POEM WRITTEN 



BY COURTNEY MELMOTH, ESQ^ 



ON THE DEATH OF EMINENT ENGLISH POETS. 



THE TEARS OP GENIUS. 

X HE village-bell tolls out the note of death, 
And through the echoing air, the length'ning found, 
With dreadful paufe, reverberating deep ; 
Spreads the fad tidings, o'er fair Auburn's vale. 
There, to enjoy the fcenes her bard had prais'd 
In all the fweet fimplicity of fong, 
Genius, in pilgrim garb, fequefter'd fat, 
And herded jocund with the h&rmlefs fwains : 
Bat when (he heard the fatc-forboding knell, 

With 



OF GENIUS. UH 

With fettled flep, precipitate and fwift, 

And look pathetic, full of dire prefage. 

The church-way walk, betide the neighb'ring green, 

Sorrowing ihe fought; and there, in black array, 

Borne on the moulders of the fwains he lov'd, 

She faw the boaft of Auburn mov'd along. 

Touch'd at the view, her penfive breall fhe ftruck, 

And to the cyprefs, which incumbent hangs 

W{th leaning flope, and branch irregular, 

O'er the mofs'd pillars of the facred fane, 

The briar-bound graves fhadowing with funeral 

gloom, 
Forlorn ihe hied ; and there the crowding woe 

(SwelPd by the parent) prefs'd on bleeding thought, 
Big ran the drops from her maternal eye, 
Faft broke the bofom-forrow from her heart, 
And pale Diftrefs, fat fickly on her cheek, 
As thus her plaintive Elegy began. 

And mod my children all expire ? 
Shall none be left to ftrike the lyre ? . 
Courts death alone a learned prize ? 
Falls his ihafts only on the wife ? 
Can no fit marks on earth be found, 
From ufelefs thoufands fwarming round ? 

d3 What 
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What crowding cyphers cram the tand ! 
What holt of victims at command ! 
Yet (hall th* ingenious drop alone ? 
Shall Science grace the tyrant's throne ? 
Thou murd'rer of the tuneful train ! 
I charge thee, with my children (lain ! 

Scarce has the fun thrice urg'd his annual tour. 
Since half my race have felt thy barbarous power $ 

Sore had thou thinn'd each pleafing art, 
And ilruck a mufe with every dart ; 

Bard, after bard, obey'd thy flaughtermg tall, 
Till fcarce a poet lives to fing a brother's fall. 

Then let a widpw'd mother pay 
The tribute of a parting, lay. 

Tearful, infcribe the monumental ftrafn, 
And fpeak aloud, her feelings, and her pain 1 

And firft, farewel to thee, my fon, fhe cried. 
Thou pride pf Auburn's dale— fweet bard, farewel. 

Long 
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Long for thy fake, the peafants tears (hall flow, 
And many a virgin bofom heave with woe, 
For thee (hall forrow fad den all the fcene, 
And every paftime, perifh on the green ; 
The ftnrdy farmer (hall fufpend his tale, 
The woodman's ballad (hall no more regale, 
No more (hall Mirth, eachruftic fport infpire, 
But ev'ry frolic, every feat (hall tire. 
No more the evening gambol ihall delight, 
Nor moon flii ne revels crown the vacant night, 
But groupes of villagers (each joy forgot) 
Shall form, a fad aflerably round the cot. 
Sweet bard, farewel— and farewel, Auburn's* blifs, 
The bafhful lover, and the yielded kifs ; 
The evening warble Philomela made, 
The echoing foreft, and the whifpering (hade, 
The winding brook, the bleat of brute content, 
And the blithe voice that " whittled as it went." 
Thefe (hall no longer charm the plowman's care, 
But fighs (hall fill, thepaufe^ofdefpair. 

* 

Golbjmith, adieu! the " book-learn'd pried' 9 

for thee 
Shall now in vain poflefs his feftive glee f 

d 4 The 
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The oft-heard jeft in vain he (hall reveal. 

For no\y alas, the jeft he cannot feel. 

Bqt ruddy damfels o'er thy thumb (hall bend, 

And confcipus weep for their and virtue's friend; 

The milk-maid (hall rejefl the (hepherd's fong, 

And ceafe to carol as (he toils along : 

All Auburn (hall bewail the fatal day, 

When from her fields, their pride wasfnatch'd away; 

And even the matron of the crefly lake 

In piteous plight, her palfied head (hall (hake, 

While all adown the furrows of her face 

Slow (hall the lingering tears each other trace. 



And, Oh my child ! feverer woes remain, 
To all the houfelefs, and uuflielter'd train : 
. Thy fate (hall fadden many an humble gueft. 
And heap fre(h anguifti on the beggar's bread. 
For dear wert thou to all the fons of pain ; 
To all that wander, forrow, or complain, 
Dear to the learned, to the (imple dear, 
For daily bleflings mark'd thy virtuous year; 
The rich receiv'd a moral from thy head, 
And from {hy heart the ftranger found a bed* . 

Diftrefs 
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Diftrefs came always fmiling from thy door ; 
For God had made thee agent to the poor : 
Had form'd thy feelings on the nobleft plan. 
To grace at once, the Poet, and the Man. 



EXTRACT FROM 

MONO 



ON THE DEATH OF 

DR. OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

jL/ARK as the night, which now in dunneft robe, 
Afcends her zenith, o'er the filent globe ; 
Sad melancholy wakes, awhile to tread, 
With folemn ftep the maniions of the dead : 
Led by her hand, o'er this yet recent fhrine 
I forrowing bend ; and here effay to twine 
The tributary wreath of laureat bloom, 
* With artlefs hands, to deck a poet's tomb ; 
The tomb where Goldfmith deeps. Fond hopes, 

adieu ! 
No more your airy dreams (hall mock my view : 
Here will I learn ambition to controul, 

» 

And each afpiring paffion of the foul : 

Ev'n 



lviii ON THE DEATH OF 

Ev*n now, methinks, his well-known voice I hear, 
When late he meditated flight from care, 
When as imagination fondly hied 

Tofcenes of fweet retirement, thus he cried. 

" Ye fplendid fabricks palaces and towers, 
" Where diffipation leads the giddy hours, 
" Where pomp, difeafe, and knavery refide, 
" And foily bends the knee to wealthy pride ; 
" Where luxury's purveyors learn to rife, 
" And worth, to want a prey, unfriended dies ; 
" Where warbling Eunuchs glitter in brocade, 
" And haplefs Poets toil for fcanty bread : 
u Farcwel ! to other fcenes I turn my eyes, 
" Embofom'd in the vale where Auburn lies, 
" Defer ted Auburn, thofe now ruin'd glades, 
€t Forlorn, yet ever dear and honour'd fhades. 
" There though the Hamlet boafts no fmiling train, 
" Nor fportful paftime circling on the plain ; 
" No needy villains proul around for prey, 
" No flanderers, no fycophants betray ; 
" No gaudy fuplings fcorn fully deride 
" The fwain, whofe humble pipe is all his pride. 
" There will I fly to feek that foft repofe, 
" Which folitude contemplative beftows : 

"Yet, 
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• 

" Yet, oil fond hope,! perchance there ttill remains 
•« One lingering friend behind, to blefs the plains ; 
" Some hermit of the dale, infhrined in eafc, 
•• Long loft companion of my youthful days ; 
** With whofe fweet converfe in his focial bower, 
" I oft may chide away fome vacant hour; 
" To whole pure fympathy, I may impart 
" Each latent grief, that labours at Ay heart, 
«' Whatever I felt, and what I (aw, relate, 
" The (holes of luxury, the wrecks of ftate ; 
*' Thofe bufy icenes, where fcience wakes in vain, 
•' In which I ftiar'd, ah ! ne'er to mare again. 
" But whence that pang ? does nature now rebel ? 
" Why faulters out my tongue the vrordfarrwel? 
€S Ye friends 1 who long have witnefsM to my toil, 
"And feeh me ploughing in a thanklefs foil, 
" Whofe partial tendemefs hnfti'd every pain, 
" Whofe approbation made my bofbm vain : 
" 'Tis you, to whom my foul divided hies 
"** With fond regret, and half unwilling flies ; 
* x Sighs forth her parting wiihes to the wind, 
" And lingering leaves her better half behind. 
" Can I forget the intercourfe I ihar'd, 
'* What friendfhip cheriih'd, and what zeal ehdear'd? 

«« Alas ! 
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" Alas ! remembrance Hill mod turn to you, 

" And to my latefthour, protract the long adieu, 

•' Amid the woodlands, wherefoe'r I rove, 

€< The plain, or fecret covert of the grove, 

" Imagination mail fupply her (lore 

" Of painful blifs, and what fhe can rellore; 

" Shall drew each lonely path with flowrets gay, 

" And wide as is her boundlefs empire ftray. 

" On eagle pinions traverfe earth, and ikies, 

" And bid the loft and diftant objects rife. 

" Here, where encircled o'er the Hoping land 

" Woods rife on woods, (hall Ariftotle (land ; 

" Lyceum round the godlike man rejoice, 

«' And bow with reverence to wifdom's voice* 

" There, fpreading oaks fhnil arch the vaulted dome, 

11 The Champion, there, of liberty, and Rome, 

" In attick eloquence (hall thunder laws, 

" And uncorrupted fenates (hout applaufe. 

•' Not more extatic vifions rapt the foul 

" Of Numa, when to midnight grots he Hole, ■ 

" And learnt his lore, from virtue's mouth refin'd, 

" To fetter vice, and harmonize mankind. 

" Now ftretch'd at eafe befide fome fav'rite dream. 

•• Of beauty, and enchantment will I dream ; 

" Elyfiura, 
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t* Elyfium, feats of art, and laurels woo, 
•« The Graces three, and • Japhet's fabled fon : 
% " Whilft Angelo fhall wave the myftic rod, 
" And fee a new creation wait his. nod, 
*' Prefcribe his bounds to Time's remorfelefs power; 
'* And, to my arms, my abfent friends reftore, 
" Place me amidft the group, each well-known face, 
1 " The fons of fcience^ lords of human race ; 
" And as oblivion finks at his command, 
" Nature fhall rife more finifh'd from his hand, 
" Thus fome Magician fraught with potent fkill, 
" Transforms, and moulds each varied mafs at will ; 
" Calls animated forms of wonderous birth, 
€t Cadmean offspring, from the teeming earth, 
" Uncears the ponderous tombs, the realms of night, 
• c And calls their cold inhabitants to light ; 
" Or, as he traverfes a dreary fcene, 
" Bids every fweet of nature there convene, 
" Huge mountains ikirted round with wavy woods, 
" The fhrub-deckt lawns, and filver fprinkled floods, 
" Whilft flowrets fpring around the fmiling land, 
" And follow on the traces of his wand. 



Prometheus. 



«« 



Such 



€€ 
«C 



m ON THE DEATH OP 

« f Such profpe&s, lovely Auburn ! then, be thine | 
• • And what thou canft of blifs impart be mine ; 
*• Amid thy humble fhades, in tranquil eafe, 
" Grant me to pafs the remnant of my days, 
" Unfetter'd from the toil of wretched gain, 
41 My raptur'd mofe fliall pour her nobleft ftniii, 
" Within her native bowers the notes prolong* 
" And, grateful, meditate her lateft fang. 
" Thus, as adown the dope of life I bend, 

And move, refign'd, to meet my latter end, . 

Each worldly wi(h, each worldly care repreft, 
•• A felf-approving heart alone pofTeft, 
" Content, to bounteous heaven Til leave the reft 

Thus, fpoke the bard : but not one friendly power, 
With nod attentive crown'd the parting hour ; 
No eaftcrn meteor glar'd beneath the fky, 
No dextrai omen ; Nature heav'd a figh f 

Prophetic of the dire impending blow, ]*" 

The prefage of her lofs, and Britain's woe. 
Already portion'd, unrelenting Pate 
Had made a paufe upon the nurober'd date ; 
Behind, flood death, too horrible for fight, 
In darknefs clad, expectant, prun'd for flight ; 
Pleas'd at the word, the Jhapelefs monfter fped, 

On eager meffage to the humble fhed, 

Where 
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'Where wrapt by foft poetic vi&ms round, * 
Sweet flumbering, Fancy's darling fon he found. 
At his approach the filken pinion'd train 
Affrighted, mount aloft, and quit the brain ; 
Which late they fann'd : now other fcenes than dales 
Of woody pride, fucceed, or flow'ry rales : 
As when a fudden tempeft veils the iky, 
Before ferene, and breaming lightnings fly; 
The profpelt fhifts, and pitchy volumes roll, 
Along the drear expanfe, from pole to pole ; 
Terrific horrors all the void inveft, 
Whilft the Archfpe&re iffaes forth confeft. 
The bard beholds him beckon to the tomb 
Of yawning night, eternity's dread womb; 
In vain attempts to fly, the inpaffive air 
Retards his Heps, and yields him to defpair ; 
He feels a gripe that thrills throngh evtry vein, 
And panting ftrttggles in the fatal chain. 
Here pansM the fell deftroyer to furvey 
The pride, the boaft of man, his deitin'd prey, 
Prepared to ftrike he poU'd aloft the dart, 
And plung'd the fteel in Virtue's bleeding heart ; 
Abhorrent, back the fprings of life rebound, 
And leave on Nature's face a grifly wound. 

A wound 
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A woand enroll'd among Britannia's woe, 
That ages yet to follow, cannot clofe. 

i * 

Oh, Goldfmith ! how (hall forrow now eflay 
To murmur out her flow incondite lay f 
In what fad accents mourn the lucklefs hour, 
That yielded thee to unrelenting power ; 
Thee, the proud boaft, of all the tuneful train 
That fweep the lyre, or fwell the polifti'd (train ; 
Much honoured Bard ! if my untutor'd verfe 
Could pay a tribute, worthy of thy hearfe, 
With fearlefs hands I'd build the fane of praife^ 
And boldly drew the never fading bays. 
But, ah ! with thee my guardian Genius fled, 
And pillow'd in thy tomb his (ilent head : 
Pain'd Memory alone behind remains, 
And penfive (talks the folitary plains, 
Rich in her forrows, honours without art, 
She pays in tears, redundant from the heart. 
And fay, what boots it o'er thy hallow'd daft 
To heap the graven pile, or laurel'd bud ; 
Since by thy hands already rais'd on high, 
We fee a fabrick tow'ring to the fky : 
Where hand and hand with time, the facred lore 
Shall travel on, till nature is no more ? 

POEMS 



OEMS, 



B Y 



DR. GOLDSMITH. 



VOL. I 



Wk * i n 



PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY 

THE POET LABERIUS, 

A ROMAN KNIGHT, WHOM CiESAR FORCED 
UPON THE STAGE. 

PRESERVED BY MACROBIUS. * 

VV HAT ! no way left to fhun th* inglorious ftage, 
And fave from infamy my finking age ! 
Scarce half-alive, opprefs'd with many a year, 
What in the name of dotage drives me here? 
A time there was, when glory was my guide, 
Nor force nor fraud could turn my fteps afidej 
Unaw'd by power, and unappal'd by fear, 
With honeft thrift I held my honour dear ; 

* 

# This tranflation was firft printed in one of our Au- 
thor's earlieft works, " The Prefent State of Learning in 
" Europe." urno. 1759. 

B 2 But 
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But this vile hour difperfes all my (tore, 
And all my hoard of honour is no more ; 
For ah ! too partial to my life's decline, 
Caefar perfuades, fubmiffion mud be mine ; 
Him I obey, whom Heaven itfelf obeys, 
Hopelefs of pleafing, yet inclin'd to pleafe. 
Here then at once I welcome every ftiame, 
And cancel at threefcore a life o£ fame ; 
No more my titles (hall my children telly 
The old buffoon will fit my name as well ; 
This day beyond its term my fate extends, 
For life is ended when our honour ends. 
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SECLUDED from domeitic ftrife> 
Jack Book- worm led a college life ; 
A fellowfhip at twenty-five, 
Made him the happieft man alive ; 
He drank his glafs, and crack'd his joke, 
And frefhmen wonder' d as he fpoke. 

Such pleafures, unallay'd with care* 
Could any accident impair ? 
Could Cupid's fhaft at length transfix 
Our fwaih arriv'd at thirty- fix ? 
Q had the archer ne'er come down 
To ravage in a country town ! 
Or Flavia been content to flop 
Ai triumphs in a Fleet-flreet (hop. 
O had her eyes forgot to blaze ! 
Orjack had wanted eyes to gaze. 

B3 O? 
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! But let exclamation ceafe, 

Her prefence banifh'd all his peace. 

So with decorum all things carry M ; 

Mifs frown'd, and blufh'd, and then was— married. 

Need we expofe to vulgar fight 
The raptures of the bridal night ? 
Need we' intrude on hallow'd ground, 
Or draw the curtains clos'd around ? 
Let it fuffice, that each had charms ; 
He clafp'd a goddcfs in his arms ; 
And, though (he felt his ufage rough, 
Yet in a man 'twas well enough. 

The honey-moon like lightening flew, 
The fecond brought its tranfports too. 
A third, a fourth, were not a mifs, 
The fifth was friendftiip mix'd with blifi : 
But, when a twelvemonth pafs'd away, 
Jack found his goddefs made of clay ; 
Found half the charms that deck'd her face 
Arofe from powder, fhreds, or lace ; 
But dill the word remain'd behind, 
That very face had robb'd her mind. 

Skill'd in no other arts was (he, 
Butdreffing, patching, repartee; 
And, juft as humour rofe or fell, 
By turns a flattern or a belle ; 
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'Tis true fhe drefsM with modern grace, 

Half naked at a ball or race ; 

Bat when at home, at board or bed, 

Five greafy night-caps wrap'd her head. 

Could To much beauty condefcend 

To be a dull domeftic friend r 

Could any curtain le&ures bring 

To decency fo fine a thing ? 

In fhort, by night, 'twas fits or fretting ; 

By day, 'twas gadding or coquetting. 

Fond to be feen, fhe kept a bevy 

Of powderM coxcombs at her levy ; 

The 'fquire and captain took their ftations, 

And twenty other near relations ; 

Jack fuck'd his pipe, and often broke 

A figh in fufFoc'ating fmoke ; 

While all their hours were pafs'd between 

Infulting repartee or fpleen. 

1 

Thus as her faults each day were known, 
He thinks her features coarfer grown ; 
He fancies every vice (he fhews, 
Or thins her lip, or points her nofe: 
Whenever rage or envy rife, 
How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes ; 
He knows not how, but fo it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phyc ; 
And, though her fops are wond'rous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devjl. 

B 4 Now, 
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» 
Now, to perplex the ravell'd nooze, 

As each a different way purfues, 

While Allien or loquacious ftrife 

Promifed to hold them on for life, 

That dire difeafe, whofe ruthlefs power 

Withers the beauty's tran fie nt flower: . 

Lo ! the fmall pox, whofe horrid glart 

LevelPd its terrors at the fair; 

And, rifling every youthful grace, 

Left but the remnant of a face. 

The glafs, grown hateful to her fight, 
Reflected now a perfett fright » 
Each former art flie vainly tries 
To bring back luftre to her eyes. 
In vain fhe tries her pafte and creams, 
To fmooth her {kin, or hide its feams ; 
Her country beaux and city coufins, 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens : 
The 'fquire himfelf was feen to yield, 
And ev'n the captain quit the field. 

Poor madam now condemn'd to hack 
The reft of life with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown, 
Attempted pleating him alone. 
Jack foo'n was dazzled to behold 
Her prefent face furpafs the old ; 
With modefty her cheeks are dy'd, 
Humility difplaces pride ; 



For 
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For taudry finery is feen 
A Perfon ever neatly clean : 
No more prefuming on her fway, 
She learns good-nature every day ; 
Serenely gay, and itrift in duty, 
Jack finds his wife a prefecl beauty. 
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NEW SIMILE 

IN THE 

I 

I 

MANNER OF SWIFT. 

JLtf O N 6 had I fought in vain to find 

A likencfs for the fcribbling kind ; 

The modern fcribbling kind, who write, - 

In wit, and fenfe, and nature's fpite : 

'Till reading, I forget what day on, 

A chapter out of Took's Pantheon, 

I think I met with fomething there. 

To fuit my purpofe to a hair ; 

But let us not proceed too furious, 

Firft pleafe to turn to God Mercurius ! 

You'll find him pidtur'd at full length 

In book the fecond, page the tenth : 

The ftrefs of all my proofs on him I lay, 

And now proceed we to our fimile. 

Imprimis, prax obferve his hat, 
Wings upon eit&ar fide— mark that. 
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Well ! what is it from thence we gather ? 
Why thefe denote a brain of feather, 
A brain of feather ! very right, 
With wit that's flighty, learning light ; 
Such as to modern bard's decreed ; 
A juft companion,— proceed. 

In the next place, his feet perufe, 
Wings grow again from both his (hoes ; 
Defign'd, no doubt, their part to bear, 
And waft his godfhip through the air ; 
And here my fimile unites, 
For in modern poet's flights, 
Fm Aire it may be juftly faid. 
His feet are useful as his head. 

Laftly, votichfare t'obfem his hand, 
Fill'd with a fnalfe-incircled wand 5 
By claffic authors, term'd cadacew, 
And highly fam'd for fever&l ufes* 
To wit — moil wond'roufly endu'd, 
No poppy water half fo good ; 
For let folks only get a touch, 
Its foporific virtue's fuch, 
Though ne'er fo much awake before, 
That quickly they begin to fnore. 
Add too, what certain writers tell, 
With this he drives mens fouls to hell. 

Now 
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Now to apply, begin we then ; 
His wand's a modern author's pen ; 
The ferpents round about it twin'd, 
Denote him of the reptile kind ; 
Denote the rage with which he writes, 
His frothy flaver, venom 'd bites ; 
-An equal femblance (till to keep, 
Alike too both conduce to fleep. 
This difference only as the God 
Drove fouls to Tart'rus with his rod, 
With his goofequill the fcribbling elf, 
In Head of others, damns himfelf. 

And here my fimile almoft tript, 
Yet grant a word by way of poftfcript. 
Moreover, Merc'ry had a failing : 
Well! what of that? out with it — dealing $ 
In which all modern bards agree, 
Being each as great a thief as he : 
But ev'n this deity's exigence 
Shall lend my fimile affiftance. 
Our modern bards ! why what a pox 
Are they but fenfelefs Hones and blocks t 
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HERE the Red Lion daring o'er the way, 
Invites each pa fling ftranger that can pay ; 
Where Calvert's butt, andParfon's black champaign, 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane ; 
There in a lonely room, f/om bailiffs fnog, 
The Mufe found Scroggen ftretch'd beneath a rug ; 
A window patch'd with paper, lent a ray, 
That dimly ihew'd the date in which he lay ; 
The fanded floor that grits beneath the tread ; 
The humid wall with paltry pictures fpread : 
The Royal game of goofe was there in view, 
And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ; 
The feafons, fram'd with lifting, found a place, 
And brave prince William ihew'd his lamp-black face : 

The 
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The morn was cold, he views with keen defire 
The rufty grate unconfcious of a fire : 
With beer and milk arrears, the frieze was fcor'd, 
And five crack'd tea-cups drefs'd the chimney board; 
A night-cap deck'd his brows in (lead of bay, 
A cap by night-— —a flocking all the day ! 
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THT FOLLOWING 

L E T T E R, 

ADDRESSED TO THE 

PRINTER OF THE ST. JAMES'S CHRONICLE, 

APPEARED IN THAT PAPER, IN JUNE, 

M DCC LXV1I. 
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S there is nothing I diflike fo much as news- 
paper controverfy, particularly upon trifles, permit 
me to be as concife as poffible in informing a cor- 
refpondent of yours, that I recommended Blain- 
ville's Travels, becaufe I thought the book was a 
good one; and I think fo Hill. -I faid, I was told 
by the bookfeller that it was then firft publifhed; 
but in that, it feem's, I was mif-informed, and my 
reading was not ex ten five enough to fet me right. 

Another correfpondent of yours accufes me of 

having taken a ballad, I publifhed fome time ago, 

vol. i. C from 
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from one* by the ingenious Mr. Percy. I do not 
think there is any great refemblance between the 
two pieces in quell ion. If there be any, his ballad 
is taken from mine. I read it to Mr. Percy, fome 
years ago; and he (as we both confidered thefe 
things as trifles at bell) told me with his ufual good 
humour, the next time I faw him, that he had taken 
my plan to form the fragments of Shakefpeare into 
a ballad of his own. He then read me his little 
Cento, if I may fo call it, and I highly approved 
it. Such petty anecdotes as thefe are fcarce worth 
printing: and, were it not for the bufy difpofmon 
of fome of your correfpon dents, the public ihould 
never have known that he owes me the hint of his 
ballad, or that I am obliged to his friendfhip and 
learning for communications of a much more im- 
portant nature. 

I am, Sir, 

Yours, &c. 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH* 

• The Friar of Orders Gray. " Reliq. of Anc. Poetry." 
vol. x, p. i43t 
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' 1 URN, gentle Hermit of the dale, 

" And guide my lonely way, 
' To where yon taper chears the vale 

" With hofpitable ray. 

• For here forlorn and loft I tread, 
" With fainting fteps and flow ; 

* Where wilds, immeafurably fpread, 
iC Seem lengthening as I go," 

1 Forbear, my fon," the Hermit cries, 

" To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 
' For yonder faithlefs phantom Hies 

tc To lure thee to thy doom. 

C 2 " Here 
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" Here to the houfelefs child of want 

" My door is open ftill ; N 
" And though my portion is bat fcant, 

" I give it with good will. 

" Then turn to-night, and freely fhare 

" Whate'er my cell bellows ; 
" My ruflly couch and frugal fare, 
My blefling and repofe. 
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" No flocks that range the valley free, 

" To flaughter I condemn : 
* c Taught by that power that pities me, 

" I learn to pity them : 

" But from the mountain's grafly fide 

" A guiltlefs feaft I bring ; 
€t A fcrip with herbs and fruits fupply'd, 

" And water from the fpring. 

4t Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 

" All earth-born cares are wrong: 
« c Man wants but little here below, 

" Nor wants that little long," 



Soft as the dew from heaven defcends, 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modeft ftranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 
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Far in a wildernefs obfcure 

The lonely manfion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighboring poor 

And Grangers led a ft ray ! 

No ftores beneath its humble thatch 

Required a mailer's care; 
The wicket op'ning with a latch, 

Received the harmlefs pair. 

And now, when bufy crowds retire 

To take their evening reft, 
The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 

And chear'd his penfive gueft: 

And fpread his vegetable (lore, 

And gayly preft, and fmil'd ; 
And, Ikill'd in legendary lore, 

The lingering hours beguil'd. 

Around in fympathetic mirth 

Its tricks the kitten tries; 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth ; 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 

To foothe a Granger's woe ; 
For grief was heavy 'at his heart, 

-4nd tears began to flow. 

C 3 His 
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His rifing cares the Hermit fpy'd, 

With anfwering care oppreft : 
" And whence, unhappy youth," he cry\}y 

" The forrows of thy breaft? 

*' From better habitations fpurn'd, 

«' Reluflant doft thou rove : 
" Or grieve for friendfhip unreturn'd, 

€t Or unregarded love ? 

" Alas ! the joys that fortune brings, 

" Are trifling and decay ; 
" And thofe who prize the paltry things, 

" More trifling ftill than they. 

^ And what is friendfhip but a name, 
" A charm that lulls to deep; 

" A ihade that follows wealth or fame, 
" And leaves the wretch to weep ? 

" And love is Hill an emptier found, 

" The modern fair-one's jeft : 
" On earth unfeen, or only found 

" To warm the turtle's nefl. 
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" For fliame, fond youth, thy forrows hufb, 
" And fpurn the fex," he faid : 

But while he fpoke, a rifing blufh 
His love-lorn gueft betray'd. 



Sor- 
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Supriz'dhe fees new beauties rift, 

Swift mantling to the view j 
Like colours o'er the morning Sties, 

As bright, as tranfient too* 

The bafhful look, the rifing bre*ft# 

Alternate fp read alarms : 
The lovely Granger (lands confeft 

A maid in all her charms* 

" And, ah, forgive a ftranger rti&e, 

" A wretch forlorn," (he cry'd ; 
" Whofe feet jrafcallowM thus intrude 

" Where heaven and you refide^. 

** But let a maid chy pity mare, 

«' Whom love has taught to ftray : 
" Who feeki for reft,- but finds defpait 

" Companion of her way- 

« My father liv*d? befid* the TyaeV 

" A wealthy lord was. he; 
" And all his wealth was m-ark'd as' mine, 

" He had but. only me. 

" To win me from* his tender rifcnts, 

*' Unnumbered firifors came ; 
•« Who prais'd rire for inrputed dutrnfs, 

" And felt, or feigxr'd a ffenie. 

. C 4 " Each 
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" Each Hour a mercenary crowd 

" With richeft proffers ftrove ; 
" Among the reft young Edwin bow'd, 

" But never talk'd of love* 

u In humble, fimpleft habit clad, 
«• No wealth or power had he ; 

*' Wifdom and worth were all he had, 
" But thefe were all to me. 

■«* The bio/Tom opening to the day, 

** The dews of heav'n refin'd, 
«' Could nought of purity display, 
•' To emulate his mind, 

" The dew, the bloflbms of the tree, 
•* With charms inconftant fhine ; 

If Their charms was his. but wo to me, 
" Their conftancy was mine. 

" For dill I try'4 each fickle art, 

" Importunate and vain ; 
" And while his paffion tpuch'd my heart, 

" I triumph'd in his pain* 

" Till quite deje&ed with my fcorn, 

if He left me to my pride ; 
" And fought a folitude forlorn 

" In fecret where he dy'd. 



<< Bat 



THE HERMIT. t S 

" But mine the forrow, mine the fault, 

€t And well my life mall pay ; 
« g I'll feek the folitude he fought, 

'* And ftretch me where he lay. 

•* And there forlorn, defpairing hid, 

" I'll lay me down and die ; 
€t 'Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 

" And fo for him will I." 

" Forbid it, heaven !" the Hermit cryM, 

And clafp'd her to his breaft : 
The wondering fair one turn'd to chide, 

'Twas Edwin's felf that prcft. 

€t Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

*' My charmer turn to fee 
*« Thy own, thy long-loft Edwin here, 

" Reftor'd to love and thee. 

" Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

*' And every care refign : 
gt And mall we never, never part, 

" My life— my all that's mine. 

9 

" No, never, from this hour to part, 

•' We'll live and love fo true, 
" The figh that rends thy conftant heart, 

" Shall break thy Edwin's too." 
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DEATH OF A MADDOG. 

\jj O O D people all, of every fort, 

Give ear unto my fong ; 
And if you find it wonderous fhort, 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Ifling-ton there was a man, * 

Of whom the world might fay, 
That ftill a godly race he run, 

Whene'er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had, 

To comfort friends and foes; 
The naked every day he clad, 

When he put on his cloaths. 

And in that town a dog waa found, 

As many dogs there be, 
Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound* 

And curs of low degree. 
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This dog and man at firft were friends; 

Bat when a pique began, 
The dog, to gain his private ends. 

Went mad, and bit the man. 

Around from all the neighbouring ftreets, 

The wondering neighbours ran, 
And fwore the dog had loft his wits, 

To bite fo good a man. 

The wound it feem'd both fore and fad, 

To every chr j$ian eye ; 
And while they fwore the dog was mad* 

They fwore the man would die. 

But foon a wonder came to light* 
That fhew'd the rogues they ly'd. 

The maii recover'd of* the J)ite, 

«... » ■ * . 

The dog it was that dy'd. 
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VV HEN lovely woman (loops to folly* 
And finds too late that men betray* 

What charm can foothe her melancholy, 
What art can warn hver- guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her ihame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bofoxn —is, to die* 



T H B 






THE 



TRAVELLER; 



OR, A 



PROSPECT OF SOCIETY-' . 



POEM, 



PIKST PRINTED IN M D C C L X V. 



I 



UNIFICATION, 



TO THE 



REV. HENRY GOLDSMITft. 



DEAR SIR, 

* 



I 



AM fenfible that the friendihrp between as can 
acquire no new force from the ceremonies of a De* 
dication ; and perhaps it demands an excufe thus to 
prefix your name to my attempts, which you decline 
giving with your own. But as a part of this Poeni 
was formerly written to you from Switzerland, the 
whole can now, with propriety, be only infcfibed 
to you. It will alfo throw a light upon many parts 
of it* when the reader underftands, that it is ad- 
drefled to a man, who, defpifing Fame and Fortune; 
has retired early to Happinefs and Obfcurity, with 
an income of forty pounds a year. 

I. now perceive, my dear brother the wifdont of 
your humble choice. You have entered upon a fa- 
cred office, where the harveft is great, and the la* 
bourers are but few ; while you have left the field 
pf Ambition, where the labourers are many, and* 

the 
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the harveft not worth carrying away. But of all 
kinds of ambition, what from the refinement of the 
times from different fyftems of criticifm, and from 
the divifions of party, that which purfues poetical 
fame is the wildeft. 

Poetry makes a principal amufement among un- 
poliftied nations ; but in a country verging to the 
extremes of refinement, Painting and Mafic come 
in for a (hare. As thefe offer the feeble mind a left 
laborious entertainment, they at firft rival Poetry, 
and at length fupplant her; they engrofs all that 
favour once ihewn to her, and, though but younger 
fillers, feize upon the elder's birthright. 

Yet, however this art may be neglected by the 
powerful, it is dill in greater danger from the mis- 
taken efforts of the learned to improve it. What 
criticifms have we not heard of late in favonr of 
blank verfe, and Pindaric odes, chorufTes, anapefts 
and iambics, alliterative care and happy negligence! 
Every abfurdity has now a champion to defend it ; 
and as he is generally much in the wrong, fo 
he has always much to fay ; for error is ever talk- 
ative. 

But there is an enemy to this art (till more dan- 
gerous, I mean Party. Party entirely diflorts the 
judgment, and deftroys the tafte. When the mind 
is once infe&ed with this difeafe, it can only find 

pleafure 
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pleafure in what contributes to increafe the diftem- 
per. Like the tyger, § that feldom defifts from par- 
fixing man, after having once preyed upon human 
flefh, the reader, who has once gratified his appetite 
with calumny, makes, ever after, the moft agree- 
able feaft upon murdered reputation. Such readers 
generally admire fome half-witted thing, who wants 
to be thought a bold man, having loft the character 
of a wife one. Him they dignify with the name of 
poet: his tawdry lampoons are called fa tires ; his 
turbulence is faid to be force, and his phrenzy fire. 

What reception a Poem may find, whicn has nei - 
ther abufe, party, nor blank yetit to fupport it, I 
cannot tell, nor am I folicitous to know. My aims 
are right. Without efpou^ng the caufe of any party, 
I have attempted to moderate the rage of all. I 
have endeavoured to fhew, that there may be eqtfal 
happinefs in dates, that are differently governed 
from our own ; that every ftate has a particular prin- 
ciple of happinefs, and that this principle in each 
may be carried to a mifchievous excefs. There are 
few can judge, better than yourfelf, how far thefe 
pofitions are ill unrated in this Poem. I am, 

DEAR SIR, 
YOUR MOSt AFFECTIONATE BROTHER, 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

VOL. I, D THE 
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|\EMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, flow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Corinthian boor 
Againfl the houfelefs ftranger fhuts the door; 
Or where Campania's plain forfaken lies, 
A weary waile expanding to the ikies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to fee, 
My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee : 
Still to my brother turns, with ceafelefs pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

• In this poem feveral alterations were made, and fome 
new verfes added, as it patted through different editions.— 
We have printed from the ninth, which was the laft edi- 
tion publiOied in the life-time of the author. 
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Eternal bleffings crown my earlieft friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend ; 
Bleft be that fpot, where ch earful guefts retire 
To paufe from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Bleft that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every flranger finds a ready chair : 
Bleft be thofe feafts with fimple plenty crown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jefts or pranks that never fail, 
Or figh with pity at fome mournful tale; 
Or prefs the bafhful flranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good. 

But me, not deftin'd fuch delights to fhare, 
My prime of life in wandering fpent and care : 
Impell'd, with fteps unceafing, to purfue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and ikies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 
My fortune leads to traverfe realms alone, 
And find no fpot of all the world my own. 

Ev'n now, where Alpine folitudes afcend, 
I fit me down a penfive hour to fpend ; 
And, plac'd on high above the florin's career, 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; 
Lakes, forefts, cities, plains extending wide, 
The pomp of kings, the fhepherd's humbler pride* 

When 
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When thus Creation's charms around combine, 
Amidft the (lore, fhould thanklefs pride repine i 
Say, fhould the philofophic mind difdain 
That good which makes each humbler bofom vain ? 
Let fchool-taught pride difTemble all jt can, 
Thefe little things are great to. little man ; 
And wifer he, whofe fy mpathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ye glittering towns, with wealth and fplendor crown'd; 
Ye fields, where fummer fpreads prof u (ion round ; 
Ye lakes, whofe vefiels catch the bufy gale ; 
Ye bending fwains, that drefs the flowery vale ; 
For me your tributary fiores combine : 
Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine. 

Asfome lone mifer, vifiting his ftore, 
Sends at his treafure, counts, recounts it o'er; 
Hoards after- hoards his i-ifing raptures fill, 
Yet ftill he fighs, for hoards are wanting ftill ; 
Thus to my breaft alternate paffipns rife, 
Pleas'd with each good that heaven to man fupplies : 
Yet oft a figh prevails, and forrows fall, 
To fee the hoard of human blifs fo fmall ; 
And oft I wifh, amidft the fcene, to find 
Some fpot to real happinefs confign'd, 
Where my worn foul, each wandering hope at reft, 
May gather blifs to fee my fellows blefi. 

But where to find that happieft fpot below, 
Who can direft, when all pretend to know ? 

P 3 The 
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The fhudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiefl fpot his own ; 
Extols the treafures of his flormy feas, 
And his long nights of revelry and eafe ; 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boafts of his golden fands and palmy wine, 
Bafks in the glare, or Hems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot's boaft, where'er we roam, 
His fir ft, belt country, ever is at home. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 
And eftimate the bleflings which they fhare, 
Though patriots flatter, ftill fhall wifdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind ; 
As different good, by art or nature given, 
To different nations makes their bleflings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, . 
Still grants her blifs at labour's earneft call ; 
With food as well the peafant is fupply'd 
On Idra's cliffs as Arno's fhelvy fide ; 
And though the rocky crefted fummits frown, 
Thefe rocks, by cuftom, turn to beds of down* 
From art more various are the bleflings fent ; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet thefe each other's power fo ftrong conteft, 
That either feems deftru&ive of the reft. 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails ; 
And honour finks where commerce long prevails. 

Hence 
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Hence every (late to one lov'd bleffing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the fav'rite happinefs attends, 
And fpurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 
'Till carried to excefs in each domain, 
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

Bat let us try thefe truths with clofer eyes, 
And trace them through the profpedt as it lies : 
Here for a while my proper cares refign'd, 
Here let me fit in forrow for mankind; 
Like yon negleded ihrub at random call, 
That (hades the fleep, and fighs at every blaft. 

Far to the right where Appennine afcends, 
Bright as the fummer, Italy extends ; 
Its uplands (loping deck the mountain's (ide, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; 
While oft fome temple's monld'ring tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the fcene. 

Could nature's bounty fatisfy the breaft, 
The fons of Italy were furely bleft. 
Whatever fruits in different climes were found. 
That proudly rife, or humbly court the ground; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tra&s appear, 
Whofe bright fucceffion decks the varied years 
Whatever fweet falute the northern fky 
With vernal lives, that bloflbm but to die ; 

D 4 Thefe 
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Thefe here difporting own the kindred foil, 
Nor afk luxuriance from the planter's toil; 
While fea-born gales their gelid, wings expand 
To winnow Fragrance round the fouling land. 

But fmall the blifs that fenfe alone bcftows, 
And fenfual blifs is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 
Man feems the only growth that dwindles here"* 
Con traded faults through all his manners reign ; 
Though poor, luxurious; though fubmiffive, vain ; 
Though grave, yet trifling; zealous, yet untrue; 
And even in penance planning fins anew. 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 
That.opulence departed leaves behind ; 
For wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the date, 
When commerce proudly flourifh'd through the date ; 
At her command the palace learnt to rife, 
Again the long-fall'n column (ought the ikies ; 
The canvas glow'd beyond e'en Nature warm. 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form* 
Till, more unfteady than the fouthern gale, 
Commerce on other fliores difplay'd her fail ; 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
£tat towns unmann'd, and lords without a (lave : 
And late the nation found with fruitlefs (kill 
its former ftrength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet, dill the lofs of wealth is here fupplied 
By arts, the fplendid wrecks of former pride ; 

From 
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From thefe the feeble heart and long-fallen mind 

An eafy compenfation ieem to find. 

Here may be feen, in bloodlefs pomp array'd, 

The pafte- board triumph and the cavalcade ; 

Proceflions form'd for piety and love, 

A miftrefs or a faint in every grove. - 

By fports like thefe are all their cares beg a i I'd, 

The fports of children fatisfy the child ; 

Each nobler aim, reprelt by long controul, 

Now finks at laft, or feebly mans the foul ; 

While low delights fucceeding faft behind. 

In happier meannefs occupy the mind: 

As in thofe domes, where Csfars once bore fway, 

Defac'd by time and tott'ring in decay, 

There in the rain, heedlefs of the dead, 

The (helter-feeking peafant builds his flied ; 

And 9 wondering man could want the larger pile, 

Exults, and owns his cottage with a fmile. 

-My foul turn from them, turn we to furvey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race difplay, 
Where the bleak Swifs their ftormy manfion tread, 
And force a churlifh foil for fcanty bread ; 
No product here the barren hills afford, 
But man and fteel, the foldier and his fword. 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 
No zephyr fondly fues the mountain's breafr, 
Pat ineteors glare, and ftormy glooms inveih 

Yet 
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Yet dill, even here, content can fpread a charm, 
Redrefs the clime, and all its rage difarm. 
■Though poor the peafant's hut, his feafts tho* fmall, 
He fees his little lot the Tot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace fear its head 
To fliame the meannefs of his humble ihed ; . 
No colli y lord the fumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loath his vegetable meal ; 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 
Each wifti contracting, fits him to the foil. 
Chearful at morn, he wakes from fhort repofe, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 
Or drives his vent'rous plough-lhare to the deep; 
Or feeks the den where fnow-tracks mark the way. 
And drags the ftruggling favage into day. 
At night returning, every labour fped, 
He fits him down the monarch of a ihed ; 
Smiles by his chearful fire, and round furveys 
His childrens' looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
While his lov'd partner, boaftful of her hoard* 
Difplays her cleanly platter on the board : 
And haply too fome pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriot paffion on his heart; 
And even thofe ills, that round his manfion rife, 
Enhance the blifs his fcanty fund fupplies. 

Dear 
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Sear is that flied to which his fool conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the dorms ; 
And as a child, when fearing founds moled, 
Clings clofe and clofer to the mother's bread, 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren daces affign'd ; 
Their wants but few, their wifhes all confin'd. 
Yet let them only fhare the praifes due, 
If few their wants, their pleafures are but few ; 
For every want that dimulates the bread, 
Becomes a fource of pleafure when redred, 
Whence from fuch lands each pleating fcience flies, 
That firft excites defire, and then fupplies ; 
Unknown to them, when fenfual pleafures cloy, 
To fill the languid paufe with finer joy ; 
Unknown thofe powers that raife the foul to flame, 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but a mouldering fire, 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by tfrbng defire; 
Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures chear 
On fome high fedival of once a year, 
In wild excefs the vulgar bread takes fire, 
Till, buried in debauch, the blifs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarfely flow : 
Their morals, like their pleafures, are but low, 
.For, as refinement dops, from fire to fon 
Unalter'd, unimprov'd the manners run ; 

And 
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And love's and friendfhip's finely pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart* 
Some fterner virtues o'er the mountain's breaft 
May fit, like falcons cowering on the neil ; 
But all the gentler morals, fuch as play 
Through life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way 
Thefe, far difpers'd on timorous pinions fly, 
To fport and flutter in a kinder iky. 

To kinder ikies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn ; and France difplays her bright domain. 
Gay fprightly land of mirth and focial eafe, 
Pleas'd with thyfelf, whom all the world can pleafe, 
How often have I led thy fportive choir, 
With tunelefs pipe, befide the murmuring Loire? 
Where fhading elms along the margin grew. 
And freihen'd from the wave the zephyr flew ; 
And haply, though my harfh touch falt'ring Hill, 
But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's (kill; 
Yet would the village praife my wonderous pow^r, 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour. 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze, 
And the gay gandiire, fkill'd in geftic lore, 
Has frifk'd beneath the burthen of threefcore. 

So bleft a life thefe thoughtlefs realms difplay, 
Thus idly bufy rolls their world away : 

Their* 
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Theirs are thofe arts that mind to mind endear, 

For honour forms the facial temper here. 

Honour, that praife which real merit gains, 

Or even imaginary worth obtains, 

Here paffes current ; paid from hand to hand, 

It fhifts in fplendid traiHck round the land : 

From courts, to camps, to cottages it ftrays, 

And all are taught an avarice of praife ; 

They pleafe, are pleas'd, they give to get efteem, 

Till, feeming bleft, they grow to what they feem- 

But while this fofter art their blifs fupplies, 
It gives their follies alfo room to rife; 
For praife too dearly lov'd, or warmly fought, 
Enfeebles all internal ftrength of thought. 
And the weak foul, within itfelf unbleft, 
Leans for all pleafure on another's bread* 
Hence oftentation here, with tawdry art. 
Pants for the vulgar praife which fools impart; 
Here vanity aiTumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frize with copper lace ; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boaft one fplendid banquet once a year ; 
The mind ftill turns where (hifting fafhion draws, 
Nor weighs the folid worth of felf applaufe. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Embofom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 

Methinks 
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Methinks her patient Tons before me Hand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againil the land, 
And, fedulous to flop the coming tide. 
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride* 
Onward methinks, and diligently flow. 
The firm -connected bulwark feems to grow; 
Spreads its long arms amidft the watery roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and ufurps the fhore. 
While the pent occean riling o'er the pile, 
Sees. an amphibious world beneath him fmile ; 
The flow canal, the yellow bloflbm'd vale, 
The willow tufted bank, the gliding fail, 
The crouded mart, the cultivated plain, 
A new creation refcu'd from his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave-fubje&ed foil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Induftrious habits in each bofom reign, 
And induftry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that fprings, 

With all thofe ills fuperfluous treafure brings, 

Are here difplayed. Their much-lov'd wealth imparts 

Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 

But view them clofer, craft and fraud appear 

Even liberty itfelf is barter'd here. 

At gold's fuperior charms all freedom flies, 

The needy fell it, and the rich man buys ; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves, 

Here wretches feek diihonoorable graves, 

And 
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And calmly bent, to fervitude conform, 
Ball as their lakes that fl umber in the ftorm. 

Heavens ! how unlike their JJeJgic fi res of old ! 
Rough, poor, content,, ungovernably bold ; 
War in each bread, and freedom on each brow ; 
How much unlike the fons of Britain now ! 



Fir'd at the found, my genius fpreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the weftern fpring;" 
Where lawns extend that fcOrn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ftreams than fam'd Hydafpis glide, 
There all around the gentleft breezes ftray, 
There gentle mufic melts on every fpray ; 
Creation's mildeft charms are there combin'd, 
Extremes are only in the mailer's* mind! 
Stem o'er each bofom. Rea/on holds her uate " 
With daring aims irregularly, great ; 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I fee the lords of human kind pafs by ; 
Intent on high defigns, .a thoughtful band, , 
By forms unfafhion'4 freih from. Nature's hand, 
Fierce in their native hardiuefs of foul, 
True to imagin'd rigJit, above con troul, 
While even the peafant boafts thefe rights to fcan, 
And learns to venerate himfelf as man. 

' » • . 

Thine, Freedom, thine the bleffipgs piftnr'd nere, 
Thine are thofe charms that dazzle and endear ; . 

. Too 
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Too bleft indeed, were fach without alloy* 
Bat foiter'd even by Freedom ills annoy ; 
That independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the focial ties 
The felf-dependent lordlings (land alone. 
All claims that bind and fweeten life unknown ; 
Here by the bonds of nature feebly held* 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. . 
Ferments arife, impr£fon'd factions roar, 
Repreft ambition ftruggles round her fhore, 
Till over-wrought, the general fyftem feels 
Its motions ftop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the word. As nature's ties decay, , 
As duty, love, and honour fail to fway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ftrength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to thee alone, 
And talent finks, and merit weeps unknown ; 
Till time may come, when, ftript of all her charms. 
The land of fcholars, and the nurfe of arms, 
Where noble flems tranfmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, 
One fink of level avarice mail lie, 
And fcholars, foldiers, kings, unhonoor'diie. 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I ftate* 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great ; 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my foul afpire* 
Far from my bofom drive the low defire ; 

And 
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And thou; fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabbles rage, and tyrant's angry fleel; 
Thou tranfitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favour's foflering fun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 
I only would reprefs them to fecure : 
For juft experience tells, in every foil, 
That thofe who think mud govern thofe that toil; 
And all that freedom's higheft aims can reaph, 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence, mould one order difproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight mull ruin all below. 

O then how blind to all that truth requires* 
Who think it freedom when a part afpires ! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to rife in arms, • 
Except when fall approaching danger warms : 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to ftretch their own, 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themfelves are free ; 
Each wanton judge new penal ftatutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wealth of climes, where favage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from flaves to purchafe flaves at home ; 
Fear, pity, juftice, indignation ftart, 
Tear off referve* and bear my fwelling heart ; 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. , 

vol i, E Yes, 



50 THE TRAVELLER. 

Yes, brother, curfe with me that baleful hour, 
When ftrft ambition ftruck at regal power ; 
And thus polluting honour in it's fource, 
Gave wealth to fway the mind with double force, 
Have we not feen, round Britain's peopled ftvore, * 
Her ufeful fons exchang'd for ufelefs ore f 
Seen all her triumphs but deftru&ion hafte, 
Like flaring tapers bright'ning as they* wafle; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead flern depopulation in her train, 
And over fields where fcatter'd hamlets rofe, 
In barren folitary pomp repofe ? 
Have we not feen at pleafure's lordly call, 
The fmiling long-frequented village/all ? 
Beheld the duteous fon, the fire decay M, 
The modeit matron, and the blufhing maid. 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train. 
To traverfe climes beyond the weftern main.; 
Where wild Ofwego fpreads her fwamps around, 
And Niagara ftuns with thund'ring found ? 

Even now, perhaps, as there fome pilgrim ftrays 
Through tangled forefts, and through dangerous ways; 
Where beads with man divided empire claim, 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'ro»s aim ; 
There, while above the giddy tempefi flies. 
And all around diftrefsful yells arife, 
The penfive exile, bending with his woe, 
To flop too fearful, and too faint to go, 

Caftft 
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Cafts a long look where England's glories thine, 
«^nd bids his bofom fy mpathize with mine. 

Vain, very vain, my weary fearch to find 
That blifs which only centers in the mind : 
Why have I ftray'd from pleafure and repofe, 
To feek a good each government bellows ? 
In every government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reftrain, 
How fmall of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can caufe or cure. 
Still to ourfelves in every place confign'd, 
Our own felicity we make or find : 
With fecret courfe, which no loud (forms annoy, 
Glides the fmooth current of domeftic joy. 
The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, * 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of fteel, 
To men remote from power but rarely known, 
Leave reafon, faith, and confcience, all our own. 
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DEARS1R, * 

X CAN have no expectations in an addrefs of this 
kind, either to add to your reputation, or to eftab- 
lilh my own. You can gain nothing from my ad- 
miration, as I am ignorant of that art in which 
you are faid to excel ; and I may lofe much by the 
feverity of your judgment, as few have a jailer 
tafte in poetry than you. Setting intereft there- 
fore afide, to which I never paid much attention , 
I mull be indulged at prefent in following my af- 
fections. The only dedication I ever made was to 
my brother, becaufe I loved him better than moft 
other men. He is fince dead. Permit me to in- 
fcribe this poem to you. 

How far you may be pleafed with the verification 
and mere mechanical parts of this attempt, I do not 
pretend to enquire: but I know you will object 

E4 (and 
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(and indeed feveral of our bell and wife ft friends 
concur in the opinion) that the depopulation it de- 
plores is no where to be feen, and the diforders it 
laments are only to be found in the poet's own 
imagination. To this I can fcarce make any other 
anfwer than that I fincerely believe what I have 
written ; that I have taken all poflible pains, in my 
country excurfions, for thefe four or five years paft, 
to be certain of what I alledge, and that all my views 
, and inquiries have led me to believe thofe miferies 
real, which I here attempt to difplay. But this is 
not the place to enter into an inquiry, whether the 
country be depopulating, or not ; the difcoffion 
would take up much room, and I mould prove my- 
felf, at belt, an indifferent politician, to tire the 
reader with a long preface, when I want his un fa- 
tigued attention to a long poem. 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, 
I inveigh againft the increafe of our luxuries ; and 
here alfo I exped the fhouf of modern politicians 
again ft me. For twenty or thirty years paft, it 
has been the fafhion to confider luxury as one of 
the greateft national advantages ; and all the wif- 
dom of antiquity in that particular, as erroneous. 
Still, however, I mull remain a profefled ancient 
on that head, and continue to think thofe luxu- 
ries prejudicial to ftates by which fo many vices 
are introduced, and fo many kingdoms have been 

undone, 
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undone. Indeed fo much has been poured out of 
late on the other fide of the queflion, that, merely 
for the fake of novelty and variety, one would 
fometimes wifh to be in the right. I am, 



dear sir, 



YOUR SINCERE FRIEND, 



AND ARDENT ADMIRER, 



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
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THE 
DESERTED V I. L L A G E, 

iQWEET Auburn! Jovelieft village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty ctieer'd the labouring Twain, 
Where fmiling fpring its earlieft vifit paid, 
And parting fu m mer's lingering blooms delay'd. 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eafe, 
Seats of my youth, when every fport could pleafe, 
How often have I loiter 'd o'er thy green, 
Where humble happinefs endear'd each fcene ! 
How often have I paus'd on every charm, 
The (helter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 
The never-failing brook, the bufy mill, 
The decent church that topt the neigh b'ring hill. 
The hawthorn bum, with feats beneath the (hade, 
For talking age and whifp'ring lovers made ! 
How often have I bled the coming day, . 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 
And all the village train, from labour free, 
Led up their fports beneath the fpreading tree, . 
While many a paftime circled in the fliade, 
The young contending as the old furvey'd ; 

And 
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And marjy a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground, 
And flights of art and feats of ftrength went rouncj- 
And Hill as each repeated pleafure tir'd, 
Succeeding fports the mirthful band infpir'd ; 
The dancing pair that limply fought renown, 
By holding out, to tire each other down ; 
The fwain miftruftlefs of his fmutted face, 
While fecret laughter titter'd round the place ; 
The bafhful virgin's fide long looks of love, 
The matron's glance that would thofe looks reprove. 
Thefe were thy charms, fweet village! (ports like thefe, 
'With fweet fuccefllon, taught ev'n toil topleafe ; 
Thefe round thy bowers their chearful influence fhed, 
Thefe were thy charms— But all thefe charms are fled. 

Sweet fmiling village, lovelieft of the lawn, 
Thy fports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Amidft thy bowers the tyrant's hand is feen, 
And defolation faddens all thy green : 
One only mafler grafps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage flints thy fmiling plain ; 
No more thy glafTy brook reflects the day, 
But, choak'd with fedges, works its weedy way; 
Along thy glades, a folitary gueft, 
The hollow founding bittern guards its neft ; 
Amidft thy defert walks the lapwing flies, 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries. 
Sunk are thy bowers in fhapelefs ruin all, 
And the long grafs o'ertops the xnould'ring wall, 

And, 
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-And, trembling, Hirinking from the fpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 

Ill fares the land, to haft'ning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay : 
Princes and lords may flourifh, or may fade ; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made: 
But a bold pea fan try., their country's pride, 
When once deftroy'd, can never be fupply'd. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man ; 
For him light labour fpread her wholefome ftoTC, 
Juft gave what life required, but gave no more : 
His belt companions, innocence and health ; 
And his bell riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times are alter'd ; trade's unfeeling train 
Ufurp the land and difpo fiefs the fwain ; 
Along the lawn, where fcatter'd hamlets rofe, 
Unwieldy wealth, and cumb'rous pomp repofe; 
And every want to luxury ally'd, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thefe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thofe calm defires that afk'd but little room, 
Thofe healthful fports that grac'd the peaceful fcene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green ; 
Thefe, far departing, feek a kinder mpre, 
And rural mirth and. manners are no more. 

Sweet 
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Sweet Auburn ! parent of the bliftful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confefs the tyrant's power. 
Here, as I take my folitary rounds, 
Amidft thy tangling walks and rnin'd ground*, 
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view 
Where once the cottage flood, the hawthorn grew. 
Remembrance wakes with all her bufy train, 
Swells at my breaft, and turns the paft to pain. 

In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 
In all my griefs— and God has giv'n my (hare*? 
I dill had hopes my lateft hours to crown, 
A mid ft thefe humble bowers to lay me down; 
To hufband out life's taper at the clofe, 
And keep the flame from wafting by repofe : 
I (till had hopes, for pride attends us Kill, 
Amidft the fwains to (how my book- learn *d Hull, 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
Add tell of all I felt, and all I faw'; 
And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purine. 
Pants to the place from whence at Artit he flew, 
I ftill had hopes, my long vexations paft, 
Here to return-— and die at home at laft. 

O bleft retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care, that never mail be mine, 
How bleft is he who crowns in fhades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eafe ; 
Who quits a world where ftrong temptations try, 
And, fince 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly L 

For 
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For kirn no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 
N<5 furly porter ftands in guilty ftate, 
To fpurn imploring famine from the gate ; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
While resignation gently Hopes the way ; 
And, all his profpecls bright'ning to the laft, 
His heaven commences ere the world be pail ; 

Sweet was the found, when oft at ev'ning's dole, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rofe; 
There, as I pail with carelefs Heps and flow, 
The mingling notes came foften'd from below ; 
The fwain refponfive as the milk-maid fung, 
The fober herd that low'd to meet their young ; 
The noify geefe that gabbled o'er the pool. 
The playful children juft let looie from fchool 9 
The watch-dog's voice that bay 'd the* whifp'ring wind* 
And the loud laugh that fpoke the vacant mind; 
Thefe all in fweet confuiion fought the ihade, 
And fill'd each paofe the nightingale had made. 
But now the founds of population fail, 
No cheerful murmurs flu&uate in the gale, 
No bufy ftep* the grafs-grown foot-way tread* 
But all the bloomy flnih of life is fled. 
All but yon widow'd, iblitaiy thing, 

That feebly bends befide the plaihy fpring; , 

She 
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She, wretched matron, forc'4« in age, for breads 
To ftrip the brook with mantling crefles fpread, 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 
To feek her nightly ftied, and weep till morn ; 
She only left of all the harmlefs train, 
The fad hidorian of the penfive plain. 

Near yonder copfe, where once the garden fmil'd j 
And Rill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, where a few torn fhrubs the place difclofe, 
The village preacher's moded manfion rofe." 
A man he was, to all the country dear, 
And pa fling rich with forxy pounds a year $ 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 
Nor ere had chang'd, nor wifh'd to change his place; 
Unfkilful he to fawn, or feek for power, 
By doctrines fafhion'd to the varying hoar ; 
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 
More bent to raife the wretched than to rife. 
His houfe was known to all the Vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'ring?, but reliev'd their pain, 
The long remember'd beggar was his gued, 
Whofe beard defcending fwept his aged bread ; 
Theruin'd fpend thrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow M $ 
The broken foldier, kindly bade to day, 
Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away ; 
Wep.t o'er his wounds** or tales of forrow done, 
Shoulder'dhis crutch, andfhew'dhow fields were won. 

Pleas'd 
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Fleas'd with his gueib, the good man learn'd to glow, 
■And quite forgot their vices, in their woe; 
Carelefs their merits, or their faults to fcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And even his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide ; 
Bnt in his duty prompt at every call. 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 
To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the Ikies ; 
He tried each art; rcprov'd each doll delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way, 

Befide the bed where parting life was laid, 
And forrow, guilt, and pain, by turns difmay'd; 
The rev*rend champion flood. At his controal, 
Defp&ir and angnifh fled the Axnggling foul ; 
Comfort came down the. trembling wretch to raife, 
And his laft faalt'ring accents whifper'd praife. 

At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double fway, 
And fools, who came to feoff, remain'd to pray. 
The fervice pall, around the' pious man, 
With fteady seal, each honeft ruftic ran ; 
Even children follow 'd with endearing wile, 
And pluck' d his gown, to (hare the good man's fmile. 
vol.i. F His 
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His ready (mile a parent's warmth expreft, 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diftrtift a 
To them his heart, his love, hii griefs were given^ 
But all his ferious thoughts' had reft in heaven. 
As fome tall clifF that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale; and midway leaves the ftorm, 
Though round its bread the rolling clouds are fpread^ 
Eternal funlhine fettles on its head. 

■ 

Befide yon ftraggling fence that fkirts the way, 
With bloflbmM furze unprofitably gay, 
There, in his noify manfion, fkilPd to role, , 
The village mailer taught his little fchool ; 
A man fevere he was, and Hern to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 
Well had the boding tremblers leain'd to met 
The day's difafters in his morning face; 
Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 
Full well the bufy whtfper circling round, 
Convey'd the difmal tidings when he frown'd; 
Yet he was kind, or if fevere in aught, 
The love he bore to learning was in fault ; 
The village all declared how much he knew; 
'Twas certain he could write, and cypher too; 
Lands he could meafuve, terms and tides prefagf >, 
And even the ftory ran that he could guago : 
In arguing too, the parfon own'd his flcill, 
For even though vanquifh'd* he could argue Hill; 

While 
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While words of learned length, and thundering found, 
AmazM the gaasing rallies rang'd around, 
And ftill they gafc'd* and flill the wonder grew, 
That one /mail head conld cany all he knew* 

But pad is all his fame. The vtry fpot 
VThere many a time he triumph'd, is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
"Where once the fign-poft caught the paJ&ng eye,' 
Low lies that houfe where duNbrown draughts infpir'd, 
"Where grey-beard mirth /and fmiling toil retir'd, 
Where Tillage ftatefmen talk'd with looks profound* 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly Hoops to trace 
The parlour fplendors Of that feftire place ; 
The whitt-waih'd wall* the nicely fanded floor* 
The varnifli'd clock that click'd behind the door ; 
The cheft contrived a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night} a cheft of drawers by day; 
The ptttares plac'd for ornament and ufe> 
The twelve good rules, the rOyal game of goofe ; 
The hearth, except when winter chiil'd the day, 
With afpin boughs, and flowers and fennel gay, 
While broken tea-cups, wifely kept for (hew, 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliften'd in a. row. 

Vain tranfitory fplendors 1 conld not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring manfion from it's fall ! 
Obfcure it finks, nor fhall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man** heart ; 

F 2 Thither 
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Thither no 'more the peafant fhall repair. 
To fweet oblivion of his daily care ; 
No more the farmer's Dews, the barber's tale, 
No more the wood- man's ballad (hall prevail ; 
No more the fmith his duflcy brow fhall clear, 
Relax his pond'rous ftrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoft himfelf no longer (hall be found 
Careful to fee the mantling blifs go round ; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preft, 
Shall kifs the cup to pals it to the reft. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud difdain, 
Thefe fimple bieffings of the lowly train, 
4 To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the glofs of art, 
Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play, 
The foul adopts, and owns their firft-born fway : 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvy'd, unmolefted, unconfin'd. 
But the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
In thefe, ere triflers half their wi(h obtain, 
The toiling pleafure fickens into pain ; 
And, even while faihion's brighteft arts decoy, 
The heart diftrufting aflcs, if this be joy ? 

Ye friends to truth, ye ftatefmen who furvey 
The rich man's joys encreafe, the poor's decay, 
' 'Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits (land 
Between a fplendid and an happy land. 

Proud 
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Proud fwells the tide # with loads of freighted ore, 
And ihouting Folly hails them from her more ; 
Hoards, even beyond the mifer's wifli abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our ufeful products (till the fame. 
Not fo the lofs. The man of wealth and pride, 
Takes up a fpace that many poor fupply'd ; 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 
Space for his horfes, equipage and hounds ; 
The robe that wraps his limbs in fiiken floth, 
Hasrobb'dthe neighbouringfields of half their growth, 
His feat, where folitary fports are feen, 
Indignant fpurns the cottage from the green ; 
Around the world each needful producl flies, 
For all the luxuries the world fupplies. 
While thus the land adorn'd for pleafure, all 
In barren fplendor feebly waits the fall. 

1 

As fome fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleafe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow'd charm that drefs fupplies, 
Nor (hares with art the triumph of her eyes; 
But when thole charms are pad, for charms are frail, 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then fhines forth, folicitous to blefs, 
In all the glaring impotence of drefs. 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 
In nature's fimpleft charms at firfl array'd, 

F 3 But 



*-> .. 



70 THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 

But verging to decline, its fplendors rife, 

Jts villas ftrike, its palaces furprife ; 

While, fcourg'd by famine from the failing land, 

The mournful peafant leads his humble band ; 

And while he finks, without one arm to fave, - 

The country blooms— a garden and a grave. 

Where then, ah ! where (hall poverty refide, 
To 'fcape the preflure of contiguous pride ? 
If to fome common's fenceiefs limits ftray'd, 
He drives his flock to pick the fcanty blade, 
Thofe fenceiefs fields the fons of wealth divide, 
And even the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city fped— What waits him there ? 
To fee profufion that he muft not fhare ; 
To fee ten thoufand baneful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To fee each joy the fons of pleafure know, 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's wo. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There the pale artift plies the fickjy trade ; 
Here, while the proud their long drawn pomps difplay^ 
There the black gibbet glooms befide the way. 
The dome where Pleafure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crouds the blading fquare, 
The rattling chariots clafh, the torches glare. 
Sure fcenes like thefe no troubles ere annoy ! 
Sure thefe denote one unlverfal joy ! 



THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 71 

Are thefe thy (erious thoughts— Ah, tarn thine eyes. 

Where the poor houfelefs fhiv'ring female lies. 

She once, perhaps, in village plenty blcft, 

Has wept at tales of innocence diftreft; 

Her modeft looks the cottage might adorn, 

Sweet as the primrofe peeps beneath the thorn, 

Now loft to all ; her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer's door fhe lays her head, 

And, pinch'd with cold, and fhrinking from the fhower, 

With heavy heart deplores that lucklefs hoor, 

When idly firft, ambitions of the town, 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, fweet Auburn, thine, the lovelieft train , 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 
Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
At proud mens doors they afk a little bread ! 

Ah, no. To diftant climes, a dreary fcene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tra&s with fainting fteps they go, 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their wo. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid more ; 
Thofe blazing fans that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely fhed intolerable day ; 
Thofe matted woods where birds forget to fing, 
But iilent bats in drowfy clutters cling ; 
Thofe pois'nous fields with rank luxuriance crownM, 
Where the dark fcorpion gathers death around ; 

F 4 Where 
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Where at each Hep the Granger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful fnake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait their haplefs prey, 
And favage men more murd'rous ftill than they ; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravag'd landfcape with the ikies. 
Far different thefe from every former fcene, 
The cooling brook, the graffy veiled green, 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only flicker' d thefts of harmlefs love. 

Good Heaven! what forrowsgloom'd that par tingday. 
That call'd them from their native walks away ; 
When the poor exiles, every pleafure paft, 
Hung round the bowers, and fondly look'd their laft. 
And took a long farewell, and wiih'd in vain 
For feats like thefe beyond the weftern main ; 
And fliudd'ring ftill to face the diilant deep, 
Return'd and wept, and ftill return'd to weep. 
The good old fire, the firft prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for other's W0€f ' 
But for himfelf, in confeious virtue brave, 
He only wiih'd for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of his helplefs years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
And left a lover's for her father's arms. 
With louder plaints the mother fpoke her woes, 
£nd bled the cot where every pleafure rofe ; 

Aud 
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And kill her thoughtlefs babes with many a tear, 
And clafpt them clofe, in forrow doubly dear ; 
Whilfl her fond hufband drove to lend relief 
In all the filent manlinefs of grief. 

O, luxury ! thou curft by heaven's decree, 
How ill exchang'd are things like thefe for thee ! 
How do thy potions with infidious joy, * 
DiiFufe their pleafures only to deftroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to fickly greatnefs grown, 
Boaft of a florid vigour not their own. 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mafs of rank unwieldy woe ; 
Till fapp'd their ftrength, and t\ery part unfound, 
Down, down they fink, and fpread a ruin round. 

Even now the devaftation is begun, 
And half the bufinefs of deflruclion done ; 

r 

Even now, methinks, as pond'ring here I Hand, 

I fee the rural virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon anchoring veflel fpread s the fail 

That idly waiting flap! with every gale, 

Downward they move, a melancholy band, 

Pafs from the more, and darken all the ft rand. 

Contented toil, and hofpitable care, 

And kind connubial tendemefs, are there ; 

And piety with wi flies plac'd above, 

And Heady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, fweet Poetry, thou lovelieft maid, 

Still nrft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 

Unfit 
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Unfit in thefe degenerate times of flxame, 
To catch the heart, or drike for honed fame ; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry'd, 
My ftiame in crouds* my folitary pride. 
Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe, 
That found'd me poor at fird, and keep'ft me fo ; 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou nurfe of every virtue, 'fare thee well, 
Farewel, and O ! where'er thy voice be try'd, 
On Tor no's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide, 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 
Or winter wraps the polar world in fnow, 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redrefs the rigours of th' inclement clime ; 
Aid flighted truth, with thy perfuadve drain ; 
Teach erring man to fpurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that dates of native drength pofled, 
Though very poor, may dill be very bled ; 
That trade's proud empire hades to fwift decay, 
As ocean fweeps the labour'd mole away; 
While felf-dep«»ndent power can time defy, 
As rocks redd the billows and the flcy. 
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IOW-STREJT, COVENT-GARDEIf. 

J)AY, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 

Dear mercenary beauty, 
What annual ofPring (ball I make 

Expreflive of my duty. 

My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 

Should I at, once deliver, 
Say, would the angry fair-one prize 

The gift who flights the giver ? 

A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 

My rivals give— and let 'em. 
If gems, or gold, import a joy, 

I'll give them— when I get 'em. 
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I'll give— but not the full-blown rofe 9 
Or rofe-bud more in fafhion ; 

Such fhort-liv'd ofPrings but difclofe 
A tranfnory paffion* 

I'll give thee fomething yet unpaid, 
Not lefs finccre, than civil: 

I'll give thee— ah! too charming maid, 
I'll give thee—to the devil. 
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HIS tomb infcribed to gentle Pa rn el's name. 
May fpeafc our gratitude, but not his fame. 
What heart but feels his fweetly-moral lay, 
That leads to truth through pleafure's flowery way ! 
Celeflial themes confefs'd his tuneful aid; 
And heaven, .that lent him genius, was repaid. 
Needlefs to him the tribute we bellow, 
The tranfitory breath of fame below : 
More lading rapture from his works (hall rife, 
While converts, thank their poet in the Ikies. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE COMEDY OF THE 

SISTERS* 

WHAT ? five long afts-*and all to make as wifcr ! 
Oar authorefs fure has wanted an advifer* 
Had (he confulted me, me mould have made 
Her moral play a fpeaking mafquerade ; 
Warm'd up each buttling fcene, and in her rage 
Have emptied all the green-room on the ftage. 
My life on't, this had kept her play from finking % 
Have pleas'd oar eyes, and favM the pain of thinking* 
Well, fince fhe thus has (hewn her want of (kill, 
What if I give a mafqaerade ? — I will. 
But how ? ay, there's the rub! [ faffing ]~~Vvt got 

my cue : 
The world's a mafquerade ! the mafqaers, you, yon* 

you . * [To Boxts, Pit, and GalUrj. 

Lud ! what a group the motley fcene difclofes! 
Falfe wits, falfe wives, falfe virgins, andfalfe fpoufes! 
Statefmen with bridles on; and, clofefbefide 'em, 
Patriots in party»coloar'd fuits that ride 'em. 

There 
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There Hebes, turn'd of fifty, try once more 
To raife a flame in Cupids of threefcore. 
Thefe in their turn, with appetites as keen, 
Deferring fifty, fallen on fifteen. 
Mifs, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 
Flings down her faropler, and takes up the woman ; 
The little urchin fmiles, and fpreads her lure, 
And tries to kill, ere (he's got power to cure, 
Thus 'tis with all— their chief and conftant care 
Is to feem every thing— but What they are. 
Yon broad, bold, angry fpark, I fix my eye on, 
Whofeems t' have robb'd his vizor from the lion; 
Who frowns, and talks, and fwears, with round parade, 
Looking, as who (hould fay, dam'me I who's afraid ? 

[Mimuking. 
Strip but this visor off, and fure I am 
You'll find his lion (hip a very lamb. 
Yon politician, famous in debate, 
Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, beftrides the (late j 
Yet, when he deigns his real (hape t' aflume, 
He turns old woman, and beftrides a broom. 
Yon patriot, too, who prefles on your fight, 
And feems to every gazer, all in white, 
If with a bribe his candour you attack, 
He bows, turns round, and whip— -the man in black I 
Yon critic, too — but whither do I run ? 
If I proceed, our bard will be undone I 
Well then a truce, fince (he requefts it too: 
Do you fpare her, and I'll for once fpare you. 



THE 



THE 



HAUNCH OF VENISON, 



POETICAL EPISTLE, 



T © 



LORD CLARE. 



F I R • T PRINTED IN M D C C L X V, 



VOI*. I 



T H S 



* • 



£ «3 1 



«pfa 



THE 



HAUNCH OF VENISON, 



POETICAL EPISTLE, 



LORD CLARE, 



T, 



HANKS, my lord, for your venifon, for finer 
or fatter 
Never rang'd in a foreft, or fmoak'd in a platter; 
The haunch was a picture for painters to iludy, 
The fat was fo white, and the lean was fo ruddy ; 
Though my ftomach was (harp, I could fear ce help 

regretting, 
To fpoil fuch a delicate picture by eating ; 
I had thoughts, in my chambers, to place it in view, 
To be (hewn to my friends as a. piece of virtu ; 
As in fome Irifh houfes, where things are fo fo, 
One gammon of bacon hangs up for a (how : 

G z " Bur, 
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Bat, for eating a ra(hcr of what they take pride 1b, 
They'd as fbon think of eating the pan it is fry'd in. 
But hold— let me paufe— don't I bear you pronounce, 
This tale of the bacon's a damnable bounce ; 
Well, fuppofe it a bounce — fqre a poet may try, 
By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. 

But, my lord, it's no bounce : I proteft in my turn, 
It's a truth — and your lordihip may afk Mr. Born. * 
To go on with my tale — as I gaz'd on the haunch ; 
I thought of a friend that was trufty and (launch. 
So I cut it, and fent it to Reynolds undreft, 
To paint it, or eat it, ju ft as he lik'd beft, 
Of the neck and the breaft I had next to difpofe ; 
'Twas a neck and a breaft that might rival Monroe's ; 
But in parting with thefe I was puzzled again, 
With the how, and the who, and the where, and the 

when. 
There'* H— d, and C-^-y, and H— rth, and H—ff, 
I think they love venifon— I know they love beef. 
There's my countryman Higgins— Oh ! let him alone, 
For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 
But hang it— to poets who feldom can eat,' 
Your very good mutton's a very good treat; 
Such dainties to them their health it might hurt, 
It's like fending them ruffles, when wanting a fhirt. 



• Lord Clare's nephew* 
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While thus I debated, in reverie center'd, 

An acquaintance, a friend as he call'd himfelf, en- 

ter'd; 
An under-bred* fine-fpoken fellow was he, 
And he fmil'd as he loo&'d at the venifon and me; 
•' What have we got here ? — Why this is good eating ! 
Your own I fuppofe— or is it in waiting ?" 
" Why whofe mould it be ?" cried I with a flounce ; 
" I get thefe things often— but that was a bounce : 
# Some lords, my acquaintance, that fettle the nation, 
Are pleas'd to be kind—but I hate oftentation." 

€ * If that be the cafe then, cried he, very gay* 
I'm glad I have taken this houfe in my way* 
To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me ; 
No words— I infift on't — precifely at three : ' 
We'll have Johnfon, and Burke, all the wits will be 

there ; 
My acquaintance is flight, or I'd afk my lord Clare. 
And, now that I think on't, as I am a (inner I 
We wanted this venifon to make out a dinner* 
What fay you-«-a pally, it mall, and it muft, 
And my wife, little Kitty* is famous for cruft. 
Here* porter— this venifon with me to Mile-end ; 
Noftirring— -I beg— my dear friend— my dear friend !* 
Thus fnatching his hat, he brufh'd off like the wind, 
And the porter and eatables follow'd behind* 

G i Left 
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Left alone to reflect, having emptied my fheif, 
And " nobody with me at Tea but myself;" # 
Tho' I could not help thinking my gentleman hafty, 
Yet Johnfon, and Bnrke, and a good veniibn pafty, 
Were things that I never diflik'd in my life, - 
Though cloggM with a coxcomb, and Kitty hit wife. ' 
So next day in due fplendoor to make my approach, 
I drove to his door in my own hackney-coach. 

When come to the place where we all were to dine* m 
(A chair-Iomber'd clofet juft twelve feet by iliac:) 
My friend bade me welcome, but ftruck me quite 

dumb, 
With tidings that Johnfon and Burke would pet 

come; 
" For I knew it," he cried, " both eternally fail* 
The one with his fpeeches, and t'other with Thralc; 
But no matter, I'll warrant we'll make op the party. 
With two fall as clever, and ten time* as hearty. • 
The "one is a Scotchman, the other a jew, 
They both of them merry, and authors like yoo ; 
The one writes jtbe Sqarler, the otl*er the Scourge; 
Some thinks be writes Cinna— he owns toPannrgc." 
While thus he described them by trade aed by njyne* 
They entcrM, and dinner was ierv'd a* they 



At the top a fried liver, and bacon were iecn, 
At the bottom was tripe, in a fwinging tureen ; 

* See the letters that pafled between his royal highneff 
Henry dujte of Cumberland, and lady Grofvcnor— 
ia° '769, At 
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At tic fides there was fpitinage ahd pudding made 

hot; 
Jht the aliddfe a place where the pafty— was hot; 
Ne«r, wytord, as fbr tripe it's my atter averfton; 
And year bacon I Kate like a Turk or a Perflan, 
80 theft I iki flock, like a horfe in a pound, 
While the bacon ant! liter went merrily rotrnd : 
But frfeatVex'd me moft* was that d— M Scoctiih 

*agae, 
With his long-winded fpeethe*, hh fmtfes attcf his 

fcucfguev 
And* 'Mftdatti' quoth he, "maythrtbrtbemypoifoni 
A pretties di fitter I nevet let 'toy es on ; 
Pray a dice of your tfrer* theugft may I be carft, 
But IVc eat of your tripe, tilt I'm raady to ba*ft#" 
" Tjhe tripe, quoth the Jew^ frith his chocolate diet k^ 
I could dine on this tripe feven days in a week : 
I like thefe here dinners fo pretty and fraall ; 
Bat your friend there, the dodtor, eats nothing at all." 
«< O— ho ! quoth my friend he'll come on in a trice, 
He*s keeping a corner for fomething that's nice : 
There's a pafty" — " a pafty !" repeated the Jew; 
I don't care, if I keep a corner for't too.'' 
What the de'il, mon, a pafty ! re-echo'd the Scot; 
Thbugh fplitting, I'll ftill keep a corner for that." 
" We'll all .keep a corner, the lady cried out ;" 
"We'll all keep a corner was echo'd about." 
While thus we refolv'd, and the pafty delay'd, 
With looks that quite petrified, enter'd the maid; 

G 4 Avtfage. 
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A vifage fo fad, and fo pale with affright, •* 
Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 
But we quickly found out, for who could miftake her ? 
That (he came with fome terrible news from the baker: 
And fo it fell out, for that negligent floven, 
Had (hut out the pafty on (hutting his oven. 
Sad Philomel thus— but let fimiliea drop— 
And now that I think on't, the dory may (lop. 
To be plain, my good lord, it's but labour mifplac'd, 
To fend fuch good verfes to one of your tafte ; 
You've got an odd fomething — a kind of difcerning— 
A relilh— a tafte— ficken'd over by learning ; 
At leaft, it's your temper, as very well known, 
That you think very (lightly of all that's your own : 
So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amifs, 
You may make a miftake, and think (lightly of this. 
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H E wretch condemnM with life to part, 
Still 9 ftill on hope relies ; 
And ev'ry pang that rends the heart, 
Bids expe&ation rife. 

Hope,* like the glimmering taper's light, 

Adorns and cheers the way ; 
And dill, as darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray. 
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\J Mb mory ! thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and vain, 
To former joys, recurring ever, 
' And turning all the pail to pain j 

Thou, like the world, the oppreft oppreffing* 
Thy (miles increafe the wretch's woe t 

And he who wants each other bleffing, 
In the* muft ever find * foe* 
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CLOWN *S REPLY. 

J OHN T R O T T was defired by two witty peer* 

To tell him the reafon why aftes had ears ? 

€t An't pleafe yoo," quoth John, " I'm not gift* 

«* to letters, 
« c Nor dare I pretend to know more than my better*, 
" Howe'er from this time I (hall ne'er fee yovr gvaceig 
" As 1 hope to.be fav'd ! without thinking on aflcs** 

Edinburgh, 1753. 
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EDWARD PURDON,* 

XX ERE lies poor Nid Pur don, from mifery 

freed, 
Who long was a bookfeller's hack : 
He led fuch a damnable life in this world,-* 
I don't think he'll wifh to come back. 

• This gentleman was educated at Trinity College, 
Dublin 5 but having wafted his patrimony, he enlifted aa 
a foot foldier. Growing tired of that employment, he 
obtained his difcharge, and became a fcribbler in the newf-. 
papers. He tranilated Voltaire's Hen made. 
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OOD people all, with one accord, 
Lament for madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word— 
from thofe who fpoke her praife. 

The need/ feldom pafs'd her door, 
And always found her kind ; 

She freely lent to all the poor,— 
Who left a pledge behind. 

She ftrove the neighbourhood to pleafe, 
With manners wond'rous winning 5 

And never follow'd wicked ways, 
Unlet* when fhe was finning. 
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At church, in filks and fatins new, 
With hoop of monftrous fize ; 

She never flumber'd in her pew,— 
But when fhe fhut her tyes. 

Her love was fought, I do aver, 
By twenty beaux and more ; 

The king himfelf has followed hex,— 
When ihe has walk'd before. 

But now her wealth and finery fled. 
Her hangers-on cut fhort all ; 

The doclors found, when fhe was dead,— 
Her laft diforder mortal. 

Let ns lament, in farrow fore* 
For Kent-ftreet well. may fay, 

That l\ad fhe livM a twelvemonth, more,— 
She had not dy'd to-day. 
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AFTIR THE AUTHOR** REATM* 



Dr. Goldfmith and feme 'of kit friends occafionslly 
dined at the St. James's Coffee -houfe— One day it was 
propofed to write epitaphs 6n him* His country, dialect, 
and perfon, furnifhed iub]e£ts of witicifm. He was 
called on for Retaliation! and at their next meeting 
produced the following poem. 
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RETALIATION: 



POEM. 

V./F old, when Scarron hi* companions invited. 
Each gtfeft brought his difti, and the feaft was united, 
If our ^landlord fupplies us with beef, and with fi(h> 
Let each gueft bring himfelf, and he brings the belt 

ditfi: 
Oar fdean mall \>t vcnifon, juft frefli from the plains ; 

Oar {Burke (ball be tongue, with thegarnifh of brains; 
Our §Wfll fKall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour, 
x An4 llDick with his Depper fhall heighten the favour ; 

# Thf matter of the St. James's coffee-houfe, where the 
do&or, and the friends he has characterized in this poem, 
occafionally dined. 

jr Doctor Bernard, dean of Derry m Ireland* 

J Mr. Edmund Burke. 

§ Mr. William Burke, late fecretary to general Conway, 
and member for Bed win. 

| Mr. Richard Burke, collector of Granada* 
'vol. i, H Our 
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Our •Cumberland's fweet-bread its place (hall obtain, 
And f Douglas is pudding, fubftantial and plain : 
Our J Garrick's a fall ad ; for in him we fee 
Oil, vinegar, fugar, and faltnefs agree : 
To make out the dinner* full certain I am, 
That § Ridge h anchovy, and || Reynolds is lamb ; 
That 41 Hickey's a capon, and by the fame rale, 
Magnanimous Goldfmith, a goofberry fool* 
At a dinner fo various, at fuch a repaft, 
Who'd not be a glutton, and dick to the lad? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me fit while I'm able, 
'Till all my companions fink under the table ; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, and tell whit I think of the dead* 

* Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the Weft Indian, 
Fafhionable Lover, the Brothers, and other dramatic pieces* 

t Doctor Douglas, canon of Windfor, an ingenious 
Scotch gentleman, who has ho lefs distinguished himfelf as 
a citizen of the world, than a found critic, in detecting &• 
veral literary mi (takes (or rather forgeries) of his country* 
men 5 particularly Lauder on Milton, and Bower's Hiftory 
of the Pdpes. 

J David Garrick, ef<jj 

% Counfellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the 
Irifti bar. 

|| Sir Jofhua Reynolds. 

f[ An eminent attorney. 

Here 
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' He>elie» the good* dean, re- united to earth, 
Who mixt reafon with pleafore, and wifdom with 

mirth : 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At leaft, in fix weeks I cou'd not find 'em out ; 
Yet fome have declar'd, and it can't be denied 'em; 
That fly-boots was curfedly cunning to hide 'em. 

Here lies bur good f Edmund; whofe genius was 
• inch, 
We fcarcely can praife it, or blame it too much ; 
Who, born for the univerfe, narrow'd his mind, 
-And to party gave Up what was meant for mankind: 
, Though fraught with all learning, yet flraining his 
throat* 
To perfuade jTommy Townfhend to lend him a vote ; 
Who; too deep for his hearers, ilill went on refining, 
And thooght of convincing, while they thought of 

dining \ 
Though equal to all things, for all things unfit, 
Too nice for a ftatefman, too proud for a wit ; 
tor a patriot too cool ; for a drudge, difobedient ; 
And too fond of the right to purfue the expedient. 
In fhort, 'twas his fate, unemployed, or in place, fir 9 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

• Vide page 97. t tb»d« 

% Mr. T. Townfliend, member for Whitchurcln 

U 2 Here 
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But now he is gone, and we want a dete&or, 
Our'Dodds (hall be pious, our f Kenricks (hall 

lefture ; 
J Macpherfon write bombaft, and call it a ftyle, 
Our § Townfhend make fpeeches, and I (hall compile; 
New || Lawders and Bowers the Tweed fhall crofs over. 
No countryman living their tricky to difcover ; 
Detection her taper (hall quench to a (park, 
A nd Scotchman meet Scotchman and chcatin the dark* 

Here lies fl David Garrick, defcribe me who can, • 
An abridgement of all that was pleafant in man ; 
As an a&or, confeft without rival to (hine : 
Asa wit, if not firit, in the very firft line ; 
Yet, with talents like thefe, and an excellent heart. 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art* 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he fpread, 
And beplafter'd with rouge, his own natural red* 
On the flage he was natural, (imple, affecting; 
'Twas only that, when he was off, he was a&ing. 
With no reafon on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a-day ; 

• 

• The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 

f Dr. Kenrick, who read le&ures at the Devil tavern, 
under the title of «? The School of Shakefpeare*" 

J James Macpherfon, efq; who lately, from the mere force, 
of his ftyle, wrote down the firft poet of all antiquity. 

$ Vide page 99. B Vide page o8 # f Vide page 98. 

Though 
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Though fecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick, 
If there were not his own by fineffing and trick : 
He call off his friends, as a huntfman his pack, 
For he knew when be pleas'd he could whittle them 

back. 
Of praife a mere glutton, he fwallow'd what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he miftook it for fame ; 
'Till his relifh grown callous? almofl to difeafe, 
Who pepper'd the high eft, was fureft to pleafe. 
But let us be candid, and fpeak out our mind, 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 
Ye f Kenricks, ye fKellys/and J: Woodfalls fo grave? 
What a commerce was yours, while you got and you 

■ - gave?' ._•..■* . . .* 

How did Grub-ftreet re-echo the (houts that you rais'd f 
While he was be-Rofcius'd, and you were beprais'd ? 
But peace to his fpirit, wherever it flies, 
Tp aft as an angel and mix with thefkies : 
Thofe poets, who owe their beil fame to his fkill, 
Shall ftill be his flatterers, go where he will, 
Old Shakefpeare, receive him, with praife and with 

love, 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his f Kellys above • 

• Vide page 10*. 

t Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of Falfe Delicacy, Word to 
the Wife, Clementina, School for Wives, &c. &c. 

t Mr. William Woodfall, printer of the Morning 
Chronicle. 

H 4 Here 
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Here * Hickey reclines* a mod blunt* plcafant 

creature, 
And dander itfelf muft allow him good nature ; 
He cherifh'd his friend, and he reliih'd a hamper; 
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. . 
Perhaps you may aik if the man was a mifer : 
I anfwer no, no, for he always was wifer: 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly fiat i 
His very worft foe can't accufe him of that : 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go,' 
And fo was too foolithly honed ? ah no! 
Then what was his failing ? come tell it, and burn 

ye,— 
He was, could he help it ? a fpecial attorney. 

Heref Reynolds is laid, and, to tell yon my mjnd, 
He has not left a wifer or better behind ; 
His pencil was linking, refiftlefs and grand ; 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland j 
Still born to improve us in twery part, 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 
To coxcombs averfe, yet moll civily fleering, 
When they judg'd without fkill he was Hill hard of 

hearing : 
When they tark'd of theirRaphaels,CorregiOfraiid fluff, 
( Jie fbifted hist trumpet, and only took fnuff.' 

• Vide page 98, f Ibid 

'% Sir Jofiiua Reynolds is fo remarkably deaf as to be 
under the neceflity of ufing an ear- trumpet in company. 

F O S T> 



C ms 3 



Postscript, 

jr\.FTER die fourth edition of this poim *as 
printed, the publisher received the following epitaph 
On Mr, Whitefbord, • from a friend of tne late 
dodor GdldAnith. 

HERE White foord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Though he merrily lived, he ia now a f grave faan : 
Rare cpfttpound Of oddity ^ frolic and f*n I 
Who relijh'd a joke, and rejoie'd in a pun ; 
Whofe. tamper was generous, open, ftneere; 
A ftranger to flatt'ry, a ftranger to fear; 
Who fcatter'd around wit and humour at will ; 
Whofe daily ions mots half a column might fill: 
A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free ; 
A fcholar, yet furely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas ! that fo lib'ral a mind 
Should fo long be to news-paper efTays con fin 'd ! 
Who perhaps to the fummit of fcience could foar, 
Yet content " if the table he fet in a roar;" 

# Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, author of many humorous efTays 
f Mr. W. was fo notorious a punfter, that doclor Goid- 
fmith ufed to fay it was impoflible to keep him company, 
pjttyfut fcing infefted with the itch of punning. 

Whofe 
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Whofe talents to fill any ftation was fit, 
Yet happy if Woodfall* confefs'd him a wit. 

Ye news-paper witlings ! ye pert fcribblipg folks ! 
Who copied his fquibs, and re-echoed his jokes ; 
Ye tame imitators, ye fervile herd, come, 
Still follow your matter, and vifit his tomb : 
To deck it, bring with you feftoons of the vine, 
And copious libations bellow on his fhrine ; 
Then ftrew all around it (you can do no lefs) 
t Croft-readings, Jbif-news, and miftakes of the fre/s* 

Merry Whitefoord, farewel ! for thy fake I admit 
That a Scot may have humour, I had almoft faid wit: 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot refufe, 
" Thou beft humour'd man with the word humour'd 
" mufe.^ 



• Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Puhlic|c AdvertUer. 

J Mr. Whitefoord has frequently indulged the town 
with humorous pieces under thofe titles in the, Public Ad- 

▼ertifer. 
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SO N G. 

INTENDED TO HAVE BBEN SUKC IN THE COM EOT 
OP "SHE STOOPS TO COKOJJEE." • 



A 



H me ! when (hall I marry me I 
Lovers are plenty; but fail to relieve me. 
$fe, fond youth, that could carry me, 
P^crs to love, but means to deceive me. 

• Sir, I fend you a fmall production of the late Dr. 
Goldfmith, which has never been published, and which 
might perhaps have been totally loft, had I not fecured it. 
He intended it as a fong in the character of Mifs Hard- 
qaftle, in his admirable comedy of " She Stoops to Con- 
" quer," but it was left out, as Mrs. Bulkley, who 
play'd the part, did not fing. He fung it himtelf, in private 
companies very agreeably. The tune is a pretty Irith air, 
called <€ The Humours of Bajamagairy," to which he 
told me he found it very difficult to adapt words ; but he 

fiat fucceeded very happily in thefe few lines. As I could 

fing 



xoS SON G. 

But I will rally and combat the ruiner : 
Not a look, not a (mile {hall my paffion difcover. 
She that gives all to the falfe one purfuing her, 
Makes but a penitent, and ldfes a lovdr. 

-fih* the tine; And "was fond of fhftftv kr was fe g»<M as 

to give me. them/ about.* .year ago, juft as I was leaving 
London, and bidding hirrf adieu for that feafon, little 
apprehending that it was a laft farewel. I preferve this 
little relic, di his own.banH Utifing, with an afleftiinate 
care. I am, Sir, ■ r ■ • 

Voor humble femat r * 

♦James Besw^it.. 
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ZOBEIDE: A TRAGEDY. 

WRIT. TENBY 

JOSEPH CRADDOCK, E S Q^ 

ACTED AT T H ■ 

T tig AT&E-ROYAL, COVENT-C AROEX, 

M B c e LXXII. 
SPOKEN BY MR. Q^U I C K. 

IN theft bold times, when Leacniag's fens explore, 
The difbnt climates, and the favagc ihwe; 
When wife qfironmw to India ftecr, 
And quit^ fpr Venus many a brighter here i 
While botanifts, all cold to (miles and dimpling, 
Forfake the fair, and patiently — go finvpljng, 
Onr bard into the general fpixit enters. 
And fits his little frigate for adventures. 

With 



i*» PROLOGUE 

With Scythian ftores, and trinkets deeply laden* 

He this way fleers his courfe, in hopes of trading^-* 

Yet ere he laiids he as brder'd me before, 

To make an obfervation on the fhore, 

Where are we driven t our reckoning fare is loft ! 

This feems a rocky and a dangerous coaft. 

Lord, what a fultry climate am I under ! 

Yon ill- foreboding blond feems' big with thunder : 

(Upper gallery.) 
There mangroves fpread, and larger than I've 

feen 'em— {Pit. J 

Here trees of (lately fize— and billing turtles in 

'em— (Bbfaonies.) 

Here ill-conditioned oranges abound-— {Stage. J 
And apples, bitter apples ftrew the ground : 

{tafting them.) 

The inhabitants are canibals I fear : 

I heard a hiffing— there are ferpents here ! 

O, there the people are— bell keep my diftance ; 

Our Captain (gentle natives) craves affiftance ; 

Our fhip's well ftor'd— in yonder creek we've laid htr^ 
His honour is nd mercenary trader. 
This is his firfl adventure, lend him aid, 
And we may chance to drive a thriving trade* 

His 
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His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from 

far, 
Equally fit for gallantry and war. 
What, no reply to promifes fo ample ? 
•-I'd beft ftep backhand order up a fample« * 
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EPILOGUE 

MR. LEE LEWES, 

IW THE CHARACTER OP HARLEQUIN, AT Hit 

BENEFIT. 

/ 

JlT OLD! Fromptcr, hold ! a word before your 

nonfenfe ; 
I'd fpeak a word or two, to eafe my confcicnce. 
My pride forbids it ever mould be faid, 
My heels eclips'd the honours of my head; 
That I found humour in a pyeball veft, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jeft. 

[Takes off bis majk. 
Whence, and what art thou, vifionary birth I 
Nature difowns, and reafon fcorns thy mirth, 
In thy black afpect cvtry paffion deeps. 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How haft thou nll'd the fcene with all thy brood, 
Of look purfuing, and of fools purfu'd ! 

Whole 



EPILOGUE. us 

Whofe ins and outs no ray of fenfe difclofes, 
UVhofc only plot it is to break our nofes ; . 
Whilft from below the trap-door Damons rife. 
And from above the dangling deities; 
And (hall I mix in this unhallow'd crew? 
May rofin'd lightning blaftme, if I do 1 
No— I will aft, I'll vindicate the flage: 
Shakefpeare himfelf fhall feel my tragic rage. 
Off! off! vile trappings ! a new paffion reigns! 
The mad'ning monarch revels in my veins. 
Oh ! for a Richard's voice to catch the theme : 
Give me another horfc ! bind up my wounds !-— 

foft— 'twas but a dream. 
Aye, 'twas but a dream, for now there's no retreating 
If I ceafe Harlequin, I ceafe from eating. 
'Twas thus that iEfop's flag, a creature blarnelefs, 
Yet fomething vain, like one that fhall be namelefs. 
Once on the margin of a fountain flood, 
And cavill'd at his image in the Hood. 

*• The deuce confound," he cries, " thefe drumflick 
" fhanks, 

" They never have my gratitude nor thanks; 
•« They're perfectly difgraceful ! flrike me dead ! 
c< But for a head, yes, yes, I have a head. 

vol. i. I «« How 



si4 EPILOGUE. 

" How piercing is that eye! how fleek that brow ! 
" My horns ! I'm told horns are the fafhion now. 1 ' 
Whilft thus he fpoke, aftonith'd ! to his view, 
Near, and more near, the hounds and huntfmen drew. 
Hoicks ! hark forward ! came thundering from be- 
hind, 
He bounds aloft, outftrips the fleeting wind : 
He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways ; 
He flarts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 
At length his filly head, fo priz'd before, 
Is taught his former folly to deplore; 
Whilfl his ftrong limbs confpire to fet him free, 
And at one bound he faves himfelf, like me* 

{Taking a jump tbr$ugk tbefttgt door* 



TBI 



t »s ] 



H 



LOGICIANS REFUTED. 

IN IMITATION OP DBAN SWIFT* 

JL/OGICIANS have but ill defin'd 

As rational the human mind ; 

Reafon, they fay, belongs to man, 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife Ariftotle and Smiglefius, 

By Ratiocinations fpecious, 

Have drove to prove with great precision, 

With definition and divifion, 

Homo eft rations preditum ; 

But for my foul I cannot credit 'em. 

And mud in fpite of them maintain, 

That man and ail his Ways are vain ; 

And that this boafted lord df riature, 

Is both a weak and erring creature* 

I 2 Th*$ 
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That in (tin ft is a furer guide, ' 
Than reafoa boafting mortals pride ; 
And that brute beads are far before 'em, 
Deus eft anima brut or um. 
Whoever knew an honeft btute, 
At law his neighbour profecute, 
Bring aclion for aflault and battery, 
' Or friend beguile with lies and flattery. 
O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd, 
No politics difturb their mind ; 
They eat their meals, and take their fport, 
Nor know who's in or out at court, 
They never to the levee go 
To treat as dear eft friend, a foe : 
They never importune his grace, 

Nor ever cringe to men in place ; < 
Nor undertake a dirty job, 
Nor draw the quill to write for Bob, 
Fraught with inve&ive. they ne'er go, 
To folks at Pater-nofter Row : 
No judges, fidlers, dancing mailers, 
No pickpockets, or poetaflers, 
Are known to honeft quadrupeeds, 
No fingle brute his fellows leads* 



Brutes 
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» 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 
Nor cut each others throats for pay. 
Of beafis, it is confefs'd, the ape 
Comes neareft us in human (hape, 
Like man he imitates each fafhion, 
And malice is his ruling paffion : 
B«t both in malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape furpafies., 

1 

Behold him humbly cringing wait, 
Upon the minifter of ftate : 
View him foon after to inferiors 
Aping the conduct of fuperiors : 
He promifes with equal air, 
And to perform takes equal care. 
He in his turn finds imitators, 
At court, the porters, lacques, waiters, 
Their mailer's manners ftill contract, 
And footmen, lbrds and dukes can ad. 
Thus at the court, both great and final!, 
Behave alike, for all ape all. 
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STANZAS 

O N T H E 

TAKING OP CLU E B E C. 

A MIDST the clamour of exalting joys, 
Which triumph forces from the patriot heart % 

Grief dares to mingle her fool-piercing voice, 
And cjuells the raptures which from pleaforerftartw 

O, Wolfe, to thee a ftreajning flood of woe* 
Sighing we pay, and think e'en con quell dear; 

Quebec in vain fhall teach our breaft to glow,. 
Whilfl thy fad fate extorts the heart- wrung tear. 

Alive the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 

And faw the fall with joy-pronouncing eyes : 
Yet they fhall know thou conquered, though dead J 

. Since from thy tomb a thoufand heroes rife. 

.1 
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ON A BEAUTIFUL. YOUTH STRUCK BLIND 

BY LICHT^NING. 

IMITATED FROM THE S*A«I6H« 

OURE 'twa* by Providence defign'd, 

Rather in pity, than in hate, 
That he ihou'd be, like cupid, blind, 

To fave him from Narciflus' fate* 
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EEPING, murmuring, complaining, 
Loft to every gay delight; 
Myra, too iincere for feigning, 
Fears th' approaching bridal night* 

Yet why impair thy bright perfe£tion ! 

Or dim thy beauty with a tear ? 
Had Myra followed my direction , 

She long had wanted caufe of fear. 
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